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TO THE READER. 


I Here preſent you with a collection of letters, writs. 
ten by a family during their reſidence at BAT R. 
The firſt of them, from a romantic young lady, ad- 
dreſſed to her friend in the country, will bring you 
acquainted with the reſt of the characters, and ſave 
you the trouble of reading a dull introductory Pre- 


face from 


Your humble ſervant, 


THE EDITOR. 
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Miss Jenny oO to Lady Er Iz. M—D—53, 
Caſtle, North. 


A View from the Parades at BAT H, with ſome 
account of the DRamaTis PERSON. 


Sweet are yon” hills that crown this fertile vale! 


Ye genial ſprings! PIERIAN waters, hail! 


Hail woods and lawns! Yes—oft I'Il tread 
Yor” pine-clad mountain's fide, 

Oft trace the gay enamel'd mead, 
Where Avon rolls his de, 


B 


Sure, next to fair CasTAL1A's ſtreams, 


And Pix Dus' flow'ry path, 
AroLLo moſt the ſprings eſteems 


And verdant meads of Bath. 


The muſes haunt theſe hallow'd groves, 
And here their vigils keep, 
Here teach fond ſwains their hapleſs loves 


In gentle ſtrains to weep. 


From water ſprung, like flow'rs from dey, 
What troops of bards appear ! 
The god of verſe and phyſic too, 


Inſpires them twice a year, 
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Take then, my friend, the ſprightly rhyme, 
While you inglorious waſte your prime, 


At home in cruel durance pent, 


On dull domeſtic cares intent, 


Forbid, by parent's harſh decree, 

To ſhare the joys of Bath with me, 

Ill judging parent! blind to merit, 
Thus to confine a nymph of ſpirit! 
With all thy talents doom'd to fade 
And wither in th* anconſcious ſhade ! 
I vow, my dear, it moves my ſpleen, 
Such frequent inſtances I've ſeen 

Of fathers, cruel Rp unkind, 


To all paternal duty blind, 


What 


( $3 

What wretches do we meet with often, 
Whoſe hearts no tenderneſs can ſoften! 
Sure all good authors ſhould expoſe 

Such parents, both in verſe and proſe, 
And nymphs inſpire with reſolution 
Ne'er to ſubmit to perſecution. 

This wholeſome fatire much enhances 
The ack of our beſt romances, 

And modern plays, that I could mention, 
With judgment fraught, and rare invention, 
Are written with the ſame intention. 

But, thank my ſtars! that worthy pair 

Who undertook a guardian's care, 

My ſpirit never have confin'd ; 


(An inſtance of their gen'rous mind) 


For 
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For Lady B—-xN—R—D, my aunt, 


Herſelf propos'd this charming jaunt, 
All from redundancy of care 

For S1m, her fav'rite ſon and heir; 
To him the Joyous hours I owe 

That Bath's enchanting ſcenes beſtow ; 

Thanks to her book of choice receipts, 

That pamper'd him with ſav'ry meats ; 

Nor leſs that day deſexves a bleſſing, 

She cramm'd his ſiſter to exceſ s in: 

For now ſhe ſends both ſon and daughter 

For crudities to drink the water, 

And here they are, all bile and ſpleen, 

The ſtrangeſt fiſh that &er were ſeen 

With TAB BT RunT, their maid, poor creature, 
The queereſt animal in nature: 


B 3 


3 ; 
I'm certain none of HoGarTH's ſketches Mm 


E'er form'd a ſet of ſtranger wretches. 
I own, my dear, it hurts my pride, 
To ſee them blund'ring by my ſide; 
My ſpirits flag, my life and fire 

Is mortify'd au de/s/porr, 

When Sim, unfaſhionable ninny, 


In public*calls me Couſin Jenny; 


And yet, to give the wight his due, 


He has ſome ſhare of humour too, 


A comic vein of pedant learning 
His converſation vou'll diſcern in, 


The oddeſt compound you can ſee 


W— — — 
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Of ſhrewdneſs and ſimplicity, 
With nat'ral ſtrokes of aukward wit, 


That oft, like PaxTHIan arrows hit; 
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8 
For when he ſeems to dread the foe, 


He always ſtrikes the hardeſt blow; 

And when you'd think he means to flatter, 
His panegyrics turn to ſatire: 

But then no creature you can find 
Knows half ſo little of mankind, 

Seems always blund' ring in the dark, 
And always making ſome remark ; 
Remarks, that ſo provoke one's laughter, 
One can't imagine what he's after: 

And ſure you'll thank me for exciting 
In Siu a wond'rous itch for writing; 
With all his ſerious grimace 

To give deſcriptions of the place. 

No doubt his mother will produce 

His poetry for gen'ral uſe, 


„ And 


. 


And if his bluntneſs does not fright you, ET 
| His obſervations muſt delight you ; 4 


For truly the good creature's mind | be. 


— 


Is honeſt, generous, and kind: 

| If unprovok'd, will ne'cr diſpleaſe ye, 
Or ever make one ſoul uneaſy,— 
I'll try to make his ſiſter Px ux 


Take a {mall trip to Pindus too. 


And Me the Nine ſhall all inſpire 


To tune for thee the warbling lyre; 


For thee, the Muſe ſhall ev'ry day 


Speed, by the poſt, herrapid way. 


For thee, my friend, I'Il oft explore 


Deep treaſures of romantic lore, ; N 


Nor 
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Nor wonder, if I gods create, 
As all good bards have done of late; 
"Twill make my verſe run ſmooth and even, 
To call new deities from heaven : 
Crane then, thou goddeſs I adore! 


But ſoft—my chairman's at the door, 


The ball's begun—my friend, no more. 


BaTH, 1766, J— Wp -x. 
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Mr. StMEKINV B—N—r—D to Lady B—xn—z—D, 
at Hall, North. 


Mr. B— R —p's reflections on his arrival at Bath. 


The caſe of himſelf and company.— The 
acquaintance he commences, &c. &c, 


WI all are a wonderful diſtance from home! 
Two hundred and ſixty long miles are we come! 
And ſure you'll rejoice, my dear mother, to hear 


We are ſafely arriv'd at the ſign of the Bear, 


"Tis 


En) | 


"Tis a plaguy long way but I ne'er can repine, 
As my ſtomach is weak, and my fpirits decline: 
For the people ſay here, — be whatever your caſe, 
You are ſure to get well if you come to this place, 
Miſs Jenny made fun, as ſhe always is wont, 

Of PRUDENCE my ſiſter, and TABITHA RuxT; 
And every moment ſhe heard me complain, 
Declar'd I was vapour'd, and laugh'd at my pain. 
What tho' at Devizes I fed pretty hearty, 

And made a good meal, like the reſt of the party, 
When I came here to Bath, not a bit could J cat, 


Tho” the man at the Bear had provided a treat: 


And ſo I went quite out of ſpirits to bed, 


With wind in my ſtomach, and noiſe in my head. 


As 


( 12 ) 


As we all came for health, (as a body may ſay) 


I ſent for the doctor the very next day, = 


And the doctor was pleas'd, tho' ſo ſhort was the warning, 
To come to our lodgings betimes in the morning; 

He look'd very thoughtful and grave, to be ſure, 

And I ſaid to myſelf, there's no hopes of a cure! 

ButI thought I ſhould faint, when I ſaw him, dear mother, 
Feel my pulſe with one hand, with a watch in the other ; 


No token of death that is heard in the night 


Could ever have put me ſo much in a fright; 
Thinks I—'tis all over—my ſentence is paſt, 


And now he is counting how long I may laſt, 


Then he look'd at ——, and his face grew ſo long, 
Pm ſure he thought ſomething within me was wrong.— 3 ; 
He determin'd our caſes, at length, (G-d preſerve us) 


Tm bilious, I find, and the women are nervous; 


'Their 


1131 
Their ſyſtems relax'd, and all turn'd topſy-turvy, 


With hypochondriacs, obſtructions, and ſcurvy 

And theſe are diſtempers he muſt know the whole on, 
For he talk'd of the peritoneum and colon, 

Of phlegmatic humours opprefling the women, 

From fœculent matter that ſwells the abdomen ; 


But the noiſe J have heard in my bowels like thunder, 


Is a flatus, I find, in my left hypochonder. 

So plenty of med'cines each day does he ſend 
Poſt fingulas liguidas ſedes ſumend®* 

Ad crepitus veſper: & nan promovend” 

In Engliſh to ſay, we muſt ſwallow a potion 
For driving out wind after every motion ; 

The ſame to continue for three weeks at leaſt, 


Before we may venture the waters to taſte. 


Five 
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(14) 
Five times have I purg'd, yet I'm ſorry to tell ye 
I find the ſame gnawing and wind in my belly; 


But, without any doubt I ſhall find myſelf ſtronger, 


When I've took the ſame phyſic a week or two longer. 


He gives little TazBy a great many doſes, 

For he ſays the poor creature has got the Chlorofr, 
Or a ravenous Pica, ſo brought on the vapours 

By ſwallowing ſtuff ſhe has read in the papers; 
And often I've marvell'd ſhe ſpent ſo much money 


In Water-4.k Eſſence, and Balſam of Honey; 


Such tinctures, elixirs, fuch pills have I feen, 


I never could wonder her face was ſo green. 
Yet he thinks he can very ſoon ſet her to right 


With Te/tic: Equin: that ſhe takes ev'ry night; 


And when to her ſpirits and ſtrength he has brought her, 


He thinks ſhe may venture to bathe in the water. 


But 


Ck. 
But PxUDENCE is forc'd ey'ry day to ride out, 
For he ſays ſhe wants thoroughly jumbling about. 
Now it happens in this very houſe 1s a lodger, 
Whoſe name's Nicoptmus, but ſome call him Roo ER, 
And RoceR's ſo good Re my ſiſter to bump 
On a pillion, as ſoon as ſhe comes from the pump; 
He's a pious good man, and an excellent ſcholar, 
And I think it is certain no harm can befall her; 
For Roo ER is conſtantly ſaying his pray'rs, 
Or ſinging ſome ſpiritual hymn on the ſtairs. 
But my couſin Miſs Jenny's as freſh as a roſe, 
And the Captain attends her wherever ſhe goes : 
The Captain's a avorthy good fort of a man, 
For he calls in upon us whenever he can, 


And often adinner or ſupper he takes here, 


And Jenny and he talk of Mil rox and SHAKESPEAR: 


For 


( 16 
For the life of nie now I can't think of his name, 


But we all got acquainted as ſoon as we came. 


Don't wonder, dear mother, in verſe I have writ, 
For Jexny declares I've a good pretty wit; 

She ſays that ſhe frequently ſends a few verſes 

To friends and acquaintance, and often rehearſes; 
Declares *tis the faſhion, and all the world knows 
There's nothing ſo filthy, ſo vulgar as proſe. 

And J hope, as I write without any connection, 

I ſhall make a great figure in DovsLEv's Collection; 
At leaſt when he chuſes his book to encreaſe, 

I may take a ſmall flight as a fugitive piece.— 

But now, my dear mother, I'm quite at a ſtand, 


So I reſt your moſt dutiful ſon to command. 


BaTH, 1766. S— B—x=—R—ÞD. 
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MiſsJenny W—Dp—x to Lady ELiz.M—p—ss, 
at — Caſtle, North. 


The BIRTEH of Fasuron, a ſpecimen of a 
Modern Ode. 


Sure there are charms by heav'n aſſign'd 
To modiſh life alone; 
A grace, an air, a taſte refin'd, 


To vulgar ſouls uuknown. 


C Nature, 


( 18 ) 


Nature, my friend, profuſe in vain, 
May ev'ry gift impart; 
If unimprov'd, they ne'er can gain 


An empire o'er the heart. 


Dreſs be our care, in this gay ſcene 
Of pleaſure's bleſt abode ; 
Enchanting Dreſs! if well I ween, 


Fit ſubject for an ode. 


Come then, nymph of various mien, 
Vot'ry true of beauty's queen, 
Whom the young and age'd adore, 
And thy diff*rent arts explore, 
FasHION, come,—On me a-while 


Deign, fantaſtic nymph, to ſmile. 


Moxia 
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( 19 ) 


Mor“ thee, in times of yore, 

To the motley PRoTEus bore; 

He, in biſhop's robes array'd, 

Went one night to maſquerade, 
Where thy ſimple mother ſtray'd. 

She was clad like harmleſs quaker, 
And was pleas'd my Lord ſhould take her 
By the waiſt, and kindly ſhake her; 
And, with look demure, ſaid ſhe, 

e Pray, my Lord,—do you know me ?"? 
He, with ſoothing flatt'ring arts, 
Such as win all foals hearts, 

Much extoll'd her wit and beauty, 


And declar'd it was his duty, 


* The Goddeſs of Forty, 


( 20 } 
As ſhe was a maid of honour, 
To confer his bleſſing on her. 
There, mid dreſs of various hue, 
Crimſon, yellow, green and blue, 
All on furbelows and laces, 
_ Slipt into her chaſte embraces ; 
Then, like ſainted rogue, cry'd he, 


« Little quaker,—you know me.” 


Fill'd with thee, ſhe went to France, 
Land renown'd for complaiſance, 
Vers'd in ſcience debonnair, 

Bowing, dancing, dreſſing hair; 
There ſhe choſe her Cds , 


Fix'd thy place of education. 


Nymph, 


( 21 ) 
Nymph, at thy auſpicious birth 
HesBe ſtrew'd with flow'rs the earth; 
Thee to welcome all the Graces, 
Deck'd in ruffles, deck'd in laces, 
With the God of love attended, 
And the Cyprian queen deſcended. 
Now you trip it o'er the globe, 
Clad in party=colour'd robe, 
And, with all thy mother's ſenſe, 


Virtues of your fire diſpenſe, 


Goddeſs, if from hand like mine, 
Aught be worthy of thy ſhrine, 
Take the flow'ry wreath I twine, 
Lead, ch! lead me by the hand, 
Guide me with thy magic wand, 


C 3 


( 22 }) 


Whether thou, in lace and ribbons, 
Chooſe the form of Mrs. Gig BORNs, 
Or the nymph of ſmiling look, 

At Bath yclept JANETTA Cook, 
Bring, O bring thy eſſence pot, 
Amber, muſk, and bergamot, 

Eau de chipre, eau de luce, 

Sans pareil, and citron juice. 

Nor thy band- box leave behind, 
Fill'd with ſtores of ev'ry kind; 
All th' enraptur'd bard ſuppoſes, 
Who to Fax cx odes compoſes; 
All that Fa x ox's ſelf has feign'd 
In a band-box is contain'd : 


Painted lawns „and chequer'd ſhades, 


Crape, that's worn by love-lorn maids, 


Water'd tabbies, flow'r'd brocades ; 


Vrkets, 


( 23 ) 
Vi'lets, pinks, Italian poſies, 
Myrtles, jeſſamin, and roſes, 
Aprons, caps, and *kerchiefs clean, 
Straw-built hats, and bonnets green, 
Catgut, gauzes, tippets, ruffs, 
Fans and hoods, and feather'd muffs, 
Stomachers, and paris-nets, 
Ear-rings, necklaces, aigrets, N 
F ringes, blonds, and mignionets; 
Fine vermilion for the cheek, 
Velvet patches a la grecgue. 
Come, but don't forget the gloves, 
Which, with all the ſmfling loves, 
Venus caught young Cuyip picking 


From the tender breaſt of chicken; 


C 4 Little 


( 24 ) 
Little chicken, worthier far 


Than the birds of Juno's car, 
Soft as CYTHEREa's dove, 

Let thy ſkin my ſkin improve; 
Thou by night ſhalt grace my arm, 


And by day ſhalt teach to charm. 


Then, O ſweet goddeſs, bring with thee 
Thy boon attendant gatety, 
Laughter, freedom, mirth, and eaſe, 
And all the ſmiling deities; 
Fancy, ſpreading painted ſails, 
Loves that fan with gentle gales.— 
But hark methinks J hear a voice, 


My organs all at once rejoice; 
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( 25 ) 


A voice that /ays, or ſeems to ſay, 


«« Siſter, haſten, ſiſter gay, 


«© Come to the pump-room—come away. 


22 


Bar R, 1766. 1— Was 


LE T- 


IV. 


Mr. Siuxin B—x—Rr—DtoLady B-xn—g—D, 
at Hall, North. 


F 


A ConsuLTaTion of PHYsIiClans. 


De mother, my time has been wretchedly ſpent 
With a gripe or a hickup wherever J went, 
My 83 all ſwell'd, on I thought it would burſt, 
Sure never poor mortal with wind was ſo curſt 
If ever I ate a good ſupper at night, 
I dream'd of the devil, and wak'd in a fright: 


And 


KW 3} 


And ſo as Igrew ev'ry day worſe and worſe, 


The doctor advis'd me to ſend for a nurſe, 

And the nurſe was ſo willing my health reſtore, 
She beg'd me to ſend for a few doctors more; 

For when any difficult works to be done, 

Many heads can dif patch 1t much ſooner than one; 


And I find there are doors enough at this place, 


If you want to conſult in a dangerous caſe. 

So they met all together, and thus began talking: 
Good doctor, I'm your's— tis a fine day for walking 
e Sad news in the papers G- d knows who's to blame 
The colonies ſeem to be all in a flame 

« 'This famp- act, no doubt, might be goad for the crown, 
* ButlI fear tis a pill that will never go down 

« What can Portugal mean ?—Is /e going to ſtir up 

* Convyulſions and heats in the bowels of Europe? 


cc "Twill 


* 


( 28 ) 
* T will be fatal if England relapſes again, 


* From the ill blood and humours of Bourbon and Spain.“ 
Says I, © My good doctors, I can't underſtand 

© Why the deuce ye take ſo many patients in hand; , 
©Ye've a great deal of practice, as far as I find, f 
But ſince ye're come hither, do pray be ſo kind 

To write me down ſomething that's good for the wind. 

No doubt ye are all of ye great politicians, 

© But at preſent my bowels have need of phyſicians ; 

© Conſider my caſe in the light it deſerves, 

© Andpity the ſtate of my ſtomach and nerves,'— 

But a tight little doctor began a diſpute 

About adminiſtrations, NewcasTLE and Bur, 

| Talk'd much of economy, much of profuſeneſs, — 


Says another“ This caſe, which at firſt was a looſeneſs, 


«Ts 


( 29 ) 
« Is become a Teneſinus, and all we can do 
« Is to give him a gentle cathartic or two; 
ce Firſt get off the phlegm that adheres to the Plicæ, 
« Then throw in a med'cine that's pretty and ſpicy ; 
A peppermint draught, —or a—Come, let's be gone, 


« We've another bad caſe to conſider at one.“ 


So thus they bruſh'd off, each his cane at his noſe, 
When JENN came in, who had heard all their proſe; 


6 T'1l teach them, ſays ſhe, at their next conſultation, 


“To come and take fees for the good of the nation.” 
I could not conceive what a devil ſhe meant, 

But the ſeiz'd all the tuff that the doctor had ſent, 
And out of the window ſhe flung it FR ſouſe, 


As the firſt politician went out of the houſe. 


Decoctions 


„ . AS JE 


( 30 ) 
Decoctions and ſyrups around him all flew, 
The pill, bolus, julep, and apozem too; 
His wig had the luck a cathartic to meet, 
And ſquaſh went the gallipot under his feet. 
She ſaid, *twas a ſhame I ſhould ſwallow ſuch ſtuff, 
When my bowels were weak, and the phyſic ſo rough; 


Declar'd ſhe was ſhock'd that ſo many ſhould come 


To be doRtor'd to death ſuch a diſtance from home, 
At a place where they tell you that water alone 
Can cure all diſtempers that ever were known. 

But what is the pleaſanteſt part of the ſtory, 

She has order'd for dinner a piper and dory ; 

For to-day Captain CoxmoranT's coming to dine, 
That worthy acquaintance of Jenny's and mine. 
*Tis a ſhame to the army, that men of ſuch ſpirit 
Should never obtain the reward of their merit ; 


For 


1 
For the Captain's as gallant a man, Ill be ſworn, 
And as honeſt a fellow as ever was born: 
Adis ſo many hardſhips, and dangers incurr'd, 
He himſelf thinks he ought to be better preferr'd. 
And Roc ER, or what is his name, NicopbE uus, 
Appears full as kind, 2 as much to eſteem us; 
Our Pup EN declares he's an excellent preacher, 
And by night and by day is ſo good as to teach her ; 
His doctrine ſo ſound with ſuch ſpirit he gives, 
She ne'er can forget it as long as ſhe lives, 
I told you before that he's often ſo kind 
As to go out a riding with PRxUDEN OE behind, 
So frequently dines here without any preſſing, 


And now to the fiſh he is giving his bleſſing ; 


And 


( 32 ) 
And as that is the caſe, tho' P've taken a griper, 
u venture to peck at the dory and piper. 


And now, my dear mother, &c. xc. &c, 


Bar R, 1766. 8— B———5. 


LE T- 


Mr. StuRIX B—xn4-R—D to Lady B-N—gx—D, 
at —— Hall, North. 


SALUTATIONS of BAT EH, and an adventure of Mr. 
B—x—z—v" s in conſequence thereof. 


No city, dear mother, this city excels 
For charming ſweet ſounds both of fiddles and bells; 
I thought, like a fool, that they only would * 


For a wedding, or judge, or the birth of a . ; 


4 D But 


( 34 ) 

But I found 'twas for me, that the good-natur'd people 
Rung ſo hard that I thought they would pull down the 

ſteeple; 
80 I took out my purſe, as I hate to be ſhabby, 
And "yu all the men when they came from the abbey z 
Yet ſome think it ſtrange they ſhould make ſuch a riot 
In a place where ſick folk would be glad to be quiet ; 
But Thear 'tis the bus'neſs of this corporation 
To welcome in all the great men of the nation, 
For you know there 1s nothing te or employs 
The minds of great people like making a noiſe : 
So with bells they contrive all as much as they can, 
To tel] the arrival of any ſuch man, 
If a broker, or e a gameſter, or . 


A nat raliz'd J ew, or a biſhop comes. here, 


Or 


( 35 
Or an eminent trader in cheeſe ſhould retire 

Juſt to think of the bus'neſs the ſtate may require, 
| With horns and with trumpets, with fiddles and drums, 
They'll ſtrive to divert him as ſoon as he comes. 

Tis amazing they find ſuch a number of ways 

Of employing his thoughts all the time that he ſtays ! 
If by chance the great man at his lodging alone is, 

He may view from his window the colliers? ponies 

On both the nde where they tumble and kick, 
To the great entertainment of thoſe that are ſick: 


What a number of turnſpits and builders he'll find 


For relaxing his cares, and unbending his mind, 


While notes of ſweet muſic contend with the cries 


Of fine potted laver, freſh oyſters, and pies ! 


And muſic's a thing I ſhall truly revere, 


Since the city-muſicians ſo tickled my ear; 


98 For 


(0 3} 


For whit we arriv'd here at Bath t'other day, 

They came to our lodgings on purpoſe to play ; 

And I thought it was right, as the muſic was come, 

To foot it a little in TABITHA's room, 

For practice makes perfect, as often I've read, 

And to keels is of ſervice as well as the head; 

But the lodgers were ſhock*d ſuch a noiſe we ſhould make, 
And the ladies declar'd that we kept them awake; 

Lord RI x ONE, who lay in the parlour below, 

On account of the gout he had got in his toe, 

Began on a ſudden to curſe and to ſwear; 

I proteſt, my dear mother, *twas ſhocking to hear | 
The oaths of that reprobate gouty old peer: 

“ All the devils in hell ſure at once have concurr'd 


© To make ſuch a noiſe here as never was heard; 


8 ; 6 Some 


1 


Some blundering blockhead, while I am in bed, 

« 'Treads as hard as a coach-horſe juſt over my head; 

] cannot conceiye what a plague he's about! 

Are the fidlers come hither to make all this rout | 

With their d- d ſqueaking catgut, that's worſe than | 
the gout? 

If the aldermen bad em come hither, I ſwear 

„ wiſh they were broiling in hell with the may'r ; 

„May flames be my portion, if ever I give 

5 'Thoſe raſcals one farthing as long as I live.“ 

So while they were playing their muſical airs, 

And I was juſt dancing the hay round the chairs, 

He roar'd to his Frenchman to Ld es down ſtairs, 


The Frenchman came forth with his outlandiſh lingo, 


Juſt the ſame as a monkey, and made all the men go; 


D 3 I 


( 38 ) 
Icould not make out what he ſaid, not a word, 
And his Lordſhip declar'd I was very abſurd. 
Says I, Maſter RixcBone, I've nothing to fear, 


© 'Tho* you be a Lord, and your man a Mounſeer, 


For the may'r and the aldermen bad them come here: 


As abſurd as J am, 
] don't care a damn 
For you, nor * valee de foam : 
For a Lord, do you ſee, 
© Is nothing to me, 
Any more than a flea; 
And your Frenchman fo eager, 
* With all his ſoup meagre, 
© Is no more than a mouſe; 
Or a bug, or a louſe, 


And Þ'11 do as L pleaſe while I ſtay in the houſe ; 


For 


( 39 ) 
For the B==N—R-—D family all can afford 


To part with their money as free as a Lord. 


So thank'd the muſicians, and gave them a guinea, 
Tho? the ladies and gentlemen calld me a ninny; 
And Pl give them another the next time they play, 
For men of good fortune encourage, they ſay, | 
All arts and all ſciences too in their way ; 
And the men were ſo kind as to halloo and bal, 
6 God bleſs you, Sir, thank you, good fortune befal | 


« Yourſelf, and the Nb family all.” = 


Excuſe any more, — for I very well know 


Both my ſubje& and verſe—is exceedingly lav; 


D 4 But 


( 40 ) 


But if any great critic finds fault with my letter, 
He has nothing to do but to ſend you a better. 


And now, my dear mother, &c. &c. &c. 


g — 
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LAT Ta HE 


Mr, SIMKIN P—N—t.—5Z to Lab 
at —— Hall, North. 


Mr. B—x—x—»v gives a deſcription of the 


BaTHING, 


| His morning, dear mother, as ſoon as *twas light, 
I was wak'd by a noiſe that aftoniſh'd me quite, 
For in Taz1Taa's chamber I heard ſuch a clatter, 


I could not conceive what the deuce was the matter ; 


( 42 ) 


And, would you believe it, I went up and found her 
In a blanket, with two luſty fellows around her, 
Who both ſeem'd a going to carry her off in 
A little black box juſt the ſize of a coffin : 
* Pray tell me, ſays I, what ye're doing of there?” 
«© Why, maſter, tis hard to be bilk'd of our fare, 
And ſo we were thruſting his into a chair: 
We don't ſee no EY for uſing us ſo, 
« For ſhe bad us come hither, and now ſhe won't go ; 
t We've earn'd all the fare, for we both came and 
« knock'd her 
«« Up, as ſoon as *twas light, by advice of the doctor; 
a And this ionjod that we aſton yo ver: 
For ladies that chuſe to go into the water.” 
But pray, ſays I, TADIT HA, what is your drift 
To be cover'd in flannel inſtead of a ſhift? 
Tis 


( 43 

F is all by the doctor's advice, I ſuppoſe, 
That nothing is left to be ſeen but your noſe; 
think, if you really intend to go in, 

« *Twould do you more good if you ſtript to the ſkin, 
And if you've a mind for a frolick, i'fa'th, 

« I'll juſt ſtep and ſee you Ja into the bath.“ 

So they hoiſted her down juſt as ſafe and as well, 
And as ſnug as a hod'mandod rides in his ſhell: 
I fain would have gone to ſee TABITHA dip, 
But they turn'd at a corner and gave me the ſlip, 
Yet in ſearching about I had better ſucceſs, 

For I got to a place where the ladies undreſs: 
Thinks I to myſelf, they are after ſome fun, 

And PII ſee what they're doing as ſure as a gun: 
So I peep'd at the door, and I ſaw a great mat 


That cover'd a table, and got under that, 


4 


And 


( 44) 


And laid myſeif down there, as ſnug and as ſtill, 

(As a body may ſay) like a thief in a mill : 

And of all the fine ſights I have ſeen, my Gear mother, 
I never expect to behold ſuch another : 

How the ladies did giggle and ſet up their clacks, 


All the while an old woman was rubbing their backs! 


Oh *twas pretty to ſee them all put on their flannele, 


And then take the water like ſo many ſpaniels. 
And tho' all the white it 2 and hotter, 
They ſwam, juſt as if they were hunting an otter. 
Twas a glorious ſight to behold the fair ſex 

All wading with gentlemen up ober necks, 
And view them ſo prettily tumble and ſprawl 

In a great ſmoaking kettle as big as our hall: 
And to-day many perſons of rank and condition 
Were boil'd by command of an able phyſician ; 


Dean 


(49 3 


Dean Sravix, Dean Manxcey, and Doctor DE's IRT, 
Were all ſent from Cambridge to rub off their dirt; 
Judge BAN E, and the worthy old Counſellor PES 
Join'd ĩſſue at di and went in with the reſt; 

And this they all ſaid was exceedingly good 

For Weg ning the ſpirits, and mending the blood. 
It pleas'd me to ſee Kew they all were inclin'd 

To lengthen their lives ſor the good of mankind : 

For I ne'er would believe that a biſhop or judge 

Can fancy old Sa rAN may owe him a grudge, 

Tho? ſome think the lawyer may chooſe to demur, 

And the prieſt till another occaſion defer, 

And both to be better prepar d for herea'ter, 

Take a ſmack of the brimſtone contain'd in the water. 
But, what is ſ urpriſing, no mortal e'er view'd 


Any one of the phyſical gentlemen ſtew'd ; 


4 


Since 


( 46 ) 
*Since the day that king BAD > firſt found out the bogs; 
And thought them ſo good for himſelf and his hogs, 
Not one of the faculty ins has try'd | 
Theſe excellent waters to cure his own hide; 
Tho' many a ſkilful and learned phyſician, 
With candour, good ſenſe, and nts erudition, 
Obliges 45 world with, the fruits of his brain, 
Their nature and hidden effects to explain. 
Thus Chi Ox advis'd madam TartT1s to take 
And dip her poor child in the Sygian lake, 
But the worthy old doctor was not ſuch an elf, 
As ever to venture his carcaſe himſelf, 
So Jason's good wife us'd to ſet on a pot, 
And put in at once all the patients ſhe got, 


* Vide Or D BaTu GUID. 


But 


(4 ) 


But thought it ſufficient to give her direction, 
Without being coddled to mend her complexion : 
And I never have heard that ſhe wrote any treatiſe 
To tell what the virtue of water and heat is. 

You cannot conceive what a number of ladies 
Were waſh'd in the water the ſame as our maid is: 
Old Baron VANTEAZER, a man of great wealth, 
Brought his lady the Baronęſi here for her health; 
The Barone/s bathes, and ſhe ſays that her caſe 
Has been hit to a hair, and is mending apace: 
And this is a point all the learned agree on, 

The Baron has met with the fate of ACTEON; 
Who, while he peep'd into the bath, had the luck 


To find himſelf ſudcenly chang'd to a buck. 


Miſs ScRaTCHniT went in, and the counteſs of ScaL ts, 


Both ladies of very great faſhionin WaLes; 


4 


( 43 ) 


Then all on a ſudden two perſons of worth, 

My Lady Pa v DORA Mac'scurvey came forth, 
Wich General SurrnhHux arriv'd from the North. 
So Tammy, you ſee; had the honour of waſhing | 
With folk of diſtinction and very high faſhion 
But in ſpite of good company, poor little ſoul, 


She ſhook both her ears like a mouſe in a bowl. 


Ods bobs! how delighted I was unawares 
With the fiddles I heard in the room above ſtairs ; 
For muſic is wholeſome, the 3 all think, 
For ladies that bathe, and for ladies that drink: 
And that's the opinion of Rop1x our driver, 
Who whiſtles his nags while they ſtand at the river: 
They ſay it is right that for every glaſs 


A tune you ſhould take, that the water may paſs; 


( 49) 


So while little TanBy was waſhing her rump, 


The ladies kept drinking it out of a pump. 


I've a deal more to ſay, but am loth to intrude 


On your time, my dear mother, ſo now I'll conclude, 
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Mr. SME INS P—x—Rr—p to Lady EZ—N—R—9, 
at Hall, North. 


A PAN EGY RIC on Bar RH, and a Moravian Hyun, 
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Or all the gay places che world can afford, 

By gentle and ſimple for paſtime ador'd, 

Fine balls, and fine concerts, fine buildings, and ſprings, 
Fine walks, and fine views, and a thouſand fine things, 
Not to mention the ſweet ſituation and air, 

What place, my dear mother, with Bath can compare? 
Let Briſtol for commerce and dirt be renown'd, 


At Saliſbury pen-knives and ſciſſars be ground; 
The 


($01) 


The towns of Devizes, of Bradford, and Frome, 
May boaſt that they better can manage the loom 
I believe that they may ;—but the world to refine, 
In manners, in dreſs, and politeneſs to ſhine, 
O Bath !—let the art, let the glory be thine. 

Pm ſureT have travell'd our county all o'er, 

And ne'er was ſo civilly treated before; 

Would you think, my dear mother, (without the leaſt hint 
That we all ſhould be glad of appearing in print) 

The news-writers here were ſo kind as to give all 

The world an account of our happy arrival ?— 

' You ſcarce can imagine what numbers I've met, 

(Tho? to me they are perfectly ſtrangers as yet) 

Who all with addreſs and civility came, 


And ſeem'd vaſtly proud of SuUBsCR1B1 NG our name, 


1 E 2 | Young 


1 
Young TimoTay Canvass is charm'd with the place, 
Who, I hear, is come hither his fibres to brace; 
Poor man, at th' election he threw, other day, 
All his viQuals, and liquor, and money away; 
And ſome people think with ſuch haſte he bones: 
That ſoon he the conſtable greatly outran, ö 
And is qualify'd now for a Parliament-Man: 
Goes every day to the coffee-houſe, where 
The wits and the great politicians repair; 
HFarangues on the funds, and the ſtate of the nation, 
And plans a good ſpeech for an adminiſtration, 
In hopes of a place, which he thinks he deſerves, 
As the love of his country has ruin'd his nerves.— 
Our neighbour, Sir EasTERLIN WiDGEON, has ſwore 


He ne'er will return to his bogs any more: 


The 
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The T hick/culls are ſettled; we've had invitations 
With a great many more on the ſcore of relations: 
The Loungers are come too.—Old STucco has juſt ſent 
His plan for a houſe to be built in the Cre/cert ; 


"Twill ſoon be complete, and they ſay all their work 
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Is as ſtrong as St. Paul's, or the minſter at York. 
Don't you think *twould be better to leaſe our eſtate, 
And buy a good houſe here, before tis too late ? 
You never can go, my dear mother, where you 


So much have to ſee, and ſo little to do. 


I write this in haſte, for the Captain is come, 
And ſo kind as to go with us all to the Room; 
But be ſure, by the very next poſt, you ſhall hear 


Of all ve the pleaſure of meeting with there: 


E 3 
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For I ſcribble my verſe with a great deal of eaſe, 
And can ſend you a letter whenever I pleaſe ; 
And while at this place Pve the honour to Ray, 
I think I can never want ſomething to ſay. 


But now, my dear mother, &c, &c. &c, 


Barn, 1766. S—— P—x—-r—D. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


I'm ſorry to find at the city of Bath, 
Many folk are uneaſy concerning their faith: 
Ni cop uus, the preacher, ſtrives all he can do 
To quiet the conſcience of good ſiſter PR uE; 
But Ta _ from ſcruples of mind is releas'd, 


Since ſhe met with a learned Mor avian prieſt, 


Who 


IP" 


— 


Who ſays, there is neither tranſgreſſion nor ſin; 
A doctrine that brings many cuſtomers in. 
She thinks this the prettieſt ode upon earth, 


Which he made on his infant that dy'd in the birth. 


O D E. 


Chicken bleſſed 
And careſſed, 
Little bee on Tesvu's breaſt! 
From the hurry 
And the flurry 


Of the earth thou'rt now at reſt, 


* The learned Mor Avian has pirated this Ode from Count 
Zixnz EN DOR T's book cf HyMNs, Vid. H. 33. 
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Mr. SIMKk IN B—x—R—D to Lady B-N—R—D, 


at 


Hall, North. 


Mr. B—-x—R—D goes to the Rooms. His opinion of 


GAMING. 


Fan the earlieſt ages, dear mother, till now, 
All ſtateſmen and great politicians allow, 

That nothing advances the good of a nation, 
Like giving all money a free circulation: 

This queſtion from members of parliament draws 


Many ſpeeches that meet univerſal applauſe; 


And 


1 


And if ever, dear mother, I live to be one, 


P11 ſpeak on this ſubject as ſure as a gun: 

For Bath will I ſpeak, and Pl make an oration 

Shall obtain me the freedom of this corporation; 
I have no kind of doubt but the Speaker will beg 

All the members to hear, when I ſet out my leg. 

6 Circulation of caſh—circulation decay'd— 

c Ts at once the deſtruction and ruin of trade; 

Circulation] ſay—circulation it is 


Gives life to commercial countries like this:“ 


What thanks to the city of Bath then are due 
From all who this patriot maxim purſue! 

For in no place whatever that national good 

Is practis'd ſo well, and fo well underſtood. 
What infinite merit and praiſe does ſhe claim in 


Her ways and her means for promoting of gaming 


N And 
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And gaming, no doubt, is of infinite uſe 
That ſame circulation of caſh to produce. 
What true public-ſpirited people are here, 
Who for that very purpoſe come every year! 
All eminent men, who no trade ever knew 
But gaming, the only good trade to purſue: 
All other profeſlions are ſubject to fail, 
But gaming's a bus'neſs will ever prevail; 
Beſides *tis the only good way to commence 
An acq uaintance with all men of ſpirit and ſenſe; 
We may grub on without it through life, I ſuppoſe, 
But then *tis with people hat nobody knows. 
We ne'er can expect to be rich, wiſe, or great, 
Or look'd . fit for employments of ſtate: 
Tis your men of fine heads, and of nice calculations, 


That afford ſo much ſervice to adminiſtrations, 


133 


Who by frequent experience kuow how to devize 


The fpeedieſt methods of raiſing ſupplies: 

"Tis ſuch men as theſe, men of honour and worth, 
That challenge reſpect from all perſons of birth; 
And is it not right they ſhould all be careſt, 

When they're all ſo polite and ſo very well dreſt, 
When they circulate freely the money they've won, 


And wear a lac'd coat, tho? their fathers wore none ? 


Our trade is encourag'd as much, if not more, 
By the tender ſoft ſex I ſhall ever adore; 
But their huſbands, thoſe 3 have been known to 
complain, 


And ſwear they will never ſet foot here again.— 


Ye 


. 


Ye wretches ingrate! to find fault with your wives, 


The comfort, the ſolace, and joy of your lives; 
Oh that women, whoſe price is ſo far above rubies, 


Should fall to the lot of ſuch ignorant boobies ! 


Don't Sorouox ſpeak of ſuch women with rapture 
In verſe his eleventh and thirty-firſt chapter? 

And ſurely that wiſe king of 1/rae! knew 

What belong'd to a woman much better than you! 
He ſays, ** I! you find out a virtuous wife, 

She will do a man good all the days of her life; 

« She deals like a merchant, ſhe ſitteth up late.” | 


And you'll find it is written in verſe twenty-eight, 


Her huſband is ſure to be known at the gate. 
« He never hath need or occaſion for ſpoil, 


« When his wife is much better employ'd all the while; 


«« She 


(Er) 
e She ſeeketh fine wool, and fine linen ſhe buys, 


« And is clothed in purple and ſcarlet likewiſe.” — 


Now pray don't your wives do the very ſame thing, 
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And follow th' advice of this worthy old king? 


© ”. Ho” 


Do they ſpare for expences themſelves in adorning? 


FU. - 


Don't they go about buying ſine things all the morning? 
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And at cards all the night take the trouble to play, 
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To get back the money they ſpent in the day; 
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And ſure there's no fort of occaſion to ſhew 
Ye are known at the gate, or wherever ye go. 


Pray are not your ladies at Bath better plac'd 


Than the wiſe of a king, who herſelf fo diſgrac'd, 
And at Ithaca liv'd in /ach wery bad iaſe? ' 
Poor ſoul! while her kuſband thought proper to leave her, 


She flav'd all the day like a Sp:7/f-7; weaver, 


4 And 
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And then, like a fool, when her web was half ſpun, 
Pull'd to pieces at night all the work ſhe had done: 
But theſe to their huſbands . profit can yield, 
And are much like a lilly that grows in the field; 
They toil not indeed, nor indeed do they ſpin, 

Vet they never are idle when once they "TY 

But are very . encreaſing their ſtore, 


And always keep ſhuffling and cutting for more: 


Induſtrious creatures! that make it a rule 

To ſecure half the fiſh, while they manage the pool; 
So they win to be ſure; yet I very much wonder 
Why they put ſo much money the candleſtick under 
For up comes a man on a ſudden, lapdaſh, 

Snuffs the candles, and carries away all the caſh : | 
And as nobody troubles their heads any more, 


I'm in very great hopes that it goes to the poor.— 


Methinks 


5 


Methinks I ſhould like to excel in a trade 


By which ſuch a number their fortunes have made. 


* 1 CINE 
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I've heard of a wiſe philoſophical Jew, 
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That ſhuffles the cards in a manner that's new; 

One Joxas, I think:—And could wiſh for the future 
To have that illuſtrious ſage for my tutor; 

And the Captain, whoſe kindneſs Tne'er can forget, 
Will teach me a game that he calls lanſquenet; 

SoI ſoon ſhall acquaint you what money I've won; 


In the mean time I reſt, your moſt dutiful fon. 


BaTH, 1766. S— B3—N—R—5. 
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PART THE SECOND. 


LE K-06 


Miſs IE N xv W-—p—x to Lady EL1z. M—p—ss, 
875 at = Caſtle, North. 


TCC 


To humbler ſtrains, ye Nine, deſcend, 
And greet my poor ſequeſter'd friend. 

Not odes, with rapid eagle flight, 

That ſoar above all human fight ; 

Not fancy's fair * fertile field, 

To all the ſame | delight can yield, 


141 F 2 | But 


Put come, Car.t1oee, and ſay 
How pleature waſtes the various day: 
Whether thou art wont to rove 
By Parade, or Orange grove, 
Or to breathe a purer air 
In the Circus or the Square; 
Whereſoever be thy path, 
, 


Tell, O tcll the joys of Bath. 


 Ev'ry morning, ev'ry night, 
Gayet ſcenes of freſh delight; 
When Avrora ſheds her bias; 
Wak'd from ſoft Elyſian dreams, 
Muſic calls me to the ſpring 
Which can health and ſpirits | ring: 


There 
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There HyGE1a, goddeſs, pours 

Bleſſings from her various ſores; 

Let me to her altars haſte, 

Though I ne'er the waters taſte, 

Near the pump to take my ſtand, 
With a noſegay in my hand, 

And to hear the Captain ſay, 

« How d'ye do, dear miſs, to-day?” 
The Captain . N88 you'll ſay, my dear, 
Methinks I long his name to hear. — 
Why then—but don't you tell my aunt, 
The Captain's name 15—CoRMORANT : 


But hereafter you muſt know, 


J ſhall call him Romeo, 


And 


C II 
And your friend, dear lady BET, 


Jenny no more, but JuLitT. 


O ye guardian ſpirits fair, 
All who make true love your care, 
May I oft my Rougo meet, 
Oft enjoy his converſe ſweet; 
J alone his 8 employ 
Through each various ſcene of joy! 
Lo! Mee all the jocund throng 
From the pump- room haſtes along, 
To the breakfaſt all invited | 
By Sir Tosy, lately knighted, 
See with joy my Romeo comes, 


He conducts me to the Rooms; 


There 


En! 
There he whiſpers, not unſeen, 
Tender tales behind the ſcreen; 
While his eyes are fix d on mine 
See each nymph with envy pine, 
And with looks pf forc'd diſdain, 


Smile contempt, but ſigh in vain. 


O the charming parties made! 
Some to walk the ſouth parade, 
Some to Lincoms's ſhady groves, 
Or to Srursox's proud alcoves ; 
Some for chapel trip away, 

Then take places for the play; 
Or we walk about in pattins, 


Buying gauzes, cheap'ning ſattins, 


81 
Or to Paix ER's we repair, 
Meet Sir PERECRINE HATCHET there, 
Pleas'd the artiſt's fill to trace 
In his dear Miis GorGon's face: 
Happy pair! who fix'd as fate 
For the ſweet connubial ſtate, 


Smile in canvas tete à 7#te. 


If the weather, cold *and chill, 
Calls us all to Mr. GIL, 


Ro uo hands to me the jelly, 


Or the ſoup of vermicelli; 
If at Tors nor I ſtep in, 
He preſents a diamond pin; 
Sweeteſt token I can wear, 


Which at once may grace my hair, 


And, 


| 
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And, in witneſs of my flame, 
Teach the glaſs to bear his name: 
Sce him turn each trinl:et over, 
If for me he can diſcover 
Aught his paſſion to reveal, 
Eniblematic ring or ſcal; 

Cuerpd whetting pointed darts, 

For a pair of tender hearts; 
Hrux lighting ſacred fires, 
Types of chaſte and fond deſires. 
Thus enjoy we ev'ry bleſſing, 
Till the toilet calls to dreſing; 
Where's my garnet 5 and ſprig? 
Send for SinGE to dreſs my wig: 


Bring my ſilver'd mazarine, 


Sweeteſt cown that e'er was ſeen: 


Dd 


TABITHA, 


( 74 ) 
TaBiTHA, put on my ruff: 
Where's my dear delightful muff? 
Muff, my faithful Romeo's preſent! 
Tippet too from tail of pheaſant! 
Muff from downy breaft of ſwan! 
O the dear enchanting man! 
Muff that makes me think how Jove 
Flew to LEDA from above 
Muff that TABBR x, ſee who rapt then. 
«© Madam, madam, *tis the Captain!“ 
Sure his voice I hear below, 
"Tis, it is my Romeo; 
Shape, and gait, and careleſs air, 


Diamond ring, and ſolitaire, 


Birth and faſhion all declare. 


How 


( 75 ) 
How his eyes, that gently roll, 
Speak the language of his ſoul! 
See the dimple on his cheek, 
See him ſmile and ſweetly ſpeak, 
«© Lovely nymph, at your command, 
“ I have ſomething in my hand, 


«© Which I hope you'll not refuſe, 
„% "Twill us both at night amuſe; 


„ What tho' Lady WHrisker crave it, 


„ And Miſs BapER longs to have it, 


« *Tis, by JurtrER I ſwear, 
"Tis for you alone, my dear: 
See this ticket, gentle maid, 

“At your feet an offring laid; 

„ Thee the loves and graces call 


« To a little private ball: 


0 


13 


« And to play I bid adieu, 
& Hazard, laaſquenet, and loo, 

3 — 55 
% PFaireſt nymph, to dance with you.“ — 


-I with joy accept his ticket, 


And upon my boſom flick it: 

Well I know how Romto dances, 

With what air he firt advances, 

With what grace his gloves he draws on, 
Claps, and calls up Nancy Daauſon; 

Me thro' ev'ry dance conducting, 

And the muſic oft inſtructing; 

See him tap the time to ſhew, 

With his light fantaſtic toe ; 

Skill'd in ev'ry art to pleaſe, 


From the fan to waſt the breeze, 


Or 


1 


Or his bottle to produce, 
Fill'd with pungent Eau de Luce.— 
Wonder not, my friend, I go 


To the ball with Romero. 


Such delights if thou canſt give, 


Bath, at thee I chooſe to live. 


Barn, 1766. 1— W—D—R. 
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Inclos'd you'll find fome lines, my dear, 


Made by a hungry poet here, 


( 78) 
A happy bard, who rhymes and eats, 
And lives by utt'ring quaint conceits; 
Yet thinks to him alone belong 


The laurels due to modern ſong, 


A CHaRGE to the Po rs. 


Written at Mr. G1L1's, an eminent Cook at Barth, 
Ou mp3; rarròs icli aglvon xanhus, Frag. Vet. Poet. 


| K E bards who ſing the hero's praiſe, 
Or laſs's of the mill, [ Fortes 
A loftier theme invites your lays, 


Come tune your lyres to G1LL. 


Of all the cooks the world can boaſt, 
However great their {kill, 
To bake, or fry, to | boil, or roaſt, 


There's none like Maſter GIL I. 


4 | | Sweet 
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Sweet rhyming troop, no longer ſtoop 
To drink CasTaL1a's rill, 
Whene'er ye droop, O taſte the ſoup 


That's made by Maſter GiLL. 


O tafte this ſoup for which the fair, 
When hungry, cold, and chill, 
Forſake the Circus and the Square, 


To eat with Maſter GLI. 


"Tis this that makes my CuLoez's lips 
Ambroſial ſweets diſtil; [ Apettuoſo, 


For leeks and cabbage oft ſhe ſips 


In ſoup that's made by GiLL. 


Immortal 


4 } 


Immortal bards, view here your wit, 


The labours of your quill, 


To ſinge the fowl upon the ſpit 


Condemn'd by Maſter GiLt. 


My humble verſe that fate will meet, 
Nor ſhall I take it ill; 
But grant, ye gods! that I may eat 


That fowl, when dreſt by G1Lt. 


Theſe are your true poetic fires 
That dreſt this ſav'ry grill; 
E'en while I eat the muſe inſpires, 


And tunes my voice to GILL, 
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When C—— ſtrikes the vocal lyre, 
Sweet LyDian meaſures thrill; 
But I the gridir'n more admire, 


When tun'd by Maſter GILL. 


© Come take my ſage of ancient uſe,” 
Cries learned doctor H— LL; 
« But what's the ſage without the gooſe?” 


Replies my Maſter G1LL. 


He who would fortify his mind, 
His belly firſt ſhould fill; 
Roaſt beef *gainſt terrors beſt you'll find; 


* The Greeks knew this,” ſays GILL. 


Your 
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Your ſpirits and your blood to fiir, 


Old GaLEN gives a pill; 


But I the forc'd-meat ball prefer, 
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Prepar'd by Maſter G1LL. 


While he ſo well can broil and bake, 
P11 promiſe and fulkil, 


No other phyſic e'er to take 


Than what's preſcrib'd by GIII. 


Your bard, has liv'd at Bath ſo long, | [Pians, 


He dreads to ſee your will - 


Inftead of ca accept this ſong, [ Pianiſimos 


My worthy Maſter GIII. 
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Mr. StMKin B—N—R—>D to Lady P—xN—x—D, 
at Hall, North. 


F 


TASTE and SPIRIT. Mr. B. NX -R —- p 


commences a BEA GARGON. 


S0 lively, ſo gay, my dear mother, I'm grown, 
' Tlong to do ſomething to make myſelf known; d 
For perſons of taſte and true uus, T find, 


} 
Are fond of attracting the eyes of mankind: 


What numbers one ſees, who, for that very reaſon 


Come to make ſuch a figure at Bath ev'ry ſeaſon ! 


* 


Tis 


11 


*Tis. this that provokes Mrs. SHENKIN Ar-LEER 
To dine at the ord'nary twice in a week, 

Tho” at home ſhe might get a good dinner in comfort, 
Nor pay ſuch a extravagant ſum for't : 

But then her acquaintance would never have known 
Mrs. SHENKIN Ar-LEEK had acquir'd a bor ton; 
Ne'er ſhewn how in ale the Ay-LEExs can excel 
The Ducheſs of TrxurrLEs, and Lady MorELL ; 
Had ne'er been ador'd by Sir Pys Macaron1, 
And Count VER MICELL1, his intimate crony; 
Both men of ſuch 2e, their opinions are taken 


From an ortolan down to a raſher of bacon, 
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What makes KITTY Siek, and little Miſs Saco, 


To auctions and milliners ſhops ev'ry day go? 


4 - WY E What. 
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What makes them to vie with each other, and quarrel 
Which ſpends the moſt money for ſplendid apparel ? 
Why, Hiri to ſhew they have much better ſenſe 
Than their fathers, who rais'd it by ſhillings and pence. 
What ſends PETER TewksBURY every night 

To the play with ſuch infinite joy and delight? 

Why, PeTzR's a critig, with true Attic ſalt, 
Can damn the performers, can hiſs, and find fault, 
And tell when we ought to expreſs approbation, 
By thumping, and clapping, and vociferation 
So he gains our attention, and all muſt admire 


Young TewxsB URY'S judgment, his /p:rit and fire. 


But Jack DILETTANTE deſpiſes the play'rs, 
'To concerts and muſical parties repairs, 
With benefit-tickets his pockets he fills, 

Like a mountebank doctor diſtributes his bills; 


And 


„ 


And thus his importance and intereſt ſhews, 


By conferring his favours wherever he goes: 
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He's extremely polite both to me and my couſin, | 
For he often deſires us to take off a dozen: 

He has taſte, without doubt, and a delicate ear, 
No vile oratorios ever could bear; 

But talks of the op'ras and his Signiora, 

Cries brawo, Beniſſimo, bravo, encora ! 


And oft is ſo kind as to thruſt in a note, 


While old Lady Cucxow is ſtraining her throat, 

Or little Miſs WrEn, who's an excellent ſinger ; 

Then he points to the notes, with a ring on his finger, 
And ſhews her the crotchet, the quaver, and bar, 

- All the iow ha ſhe warbles, and plays the guitar ; 

Yet I think, tho” ſhe's at it from morning *till noon, 

Her queer little thingumbob's neverin tune. 


4 
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Thank heaven! of late, my dear mother, my face is 
Not a little regarded at all public places; 
For I ride in achair, with my hands in a muff, 
And have bought a ſilk coat and embroider'd the cuff; 
Bat the weather was cold, and the coat it was thin, 


So the taylor advis'd me to line it with {kin ; 


But what with my Nziwvernozs hat can compare, 
Bag-wig, and lac'd ruffles, and black ſolitaire ? 


And what can a man of true faſhion denote, 


Like an ell of good ribbon ty'd under the throat? 
My buckles and box are in ts taſte, 

'The * is of paper, the other of paſte; 

And ſure no Camayeu was ever yet ſeen 


Like that which I purchas'd at WickxsTED's machine: 


My 


( 89 ) 


My ſtockings, of ſilk, are juſt come from the hoſier, 


For to- night I'm to dance with the charming Miſs Ton: ER: 
So I'd have them to know, when I go to the ball, 

1 ſhall ſnew as much taſfe as the beſt of them all: 

For a man of great faſhion was heard to declare 

He never beheld ſo engaging an air, 

And ſwears all the world muſt my judgment confeſs, 
My ſolidity, ſenſe, underſtanding in dreſs; 

My manners ſo form'd, and my wig fo well curl'd, 

I look like a man f the very firſt world: 

But my perſon and figure you'll beſt underſtand 

From the picture I've ſent, by an li hand: 

Shew it young Lady BRH TY, by way of endearance, | 


And to give her a ſpice of my mien and appearance. 


1 


Y 


.Excuſe any more, I'm in haſte to depart, 
For a dance is the thing that I love at my heart. 


So now, my dear mother, &c, &c. &c, 


BaTH, 1766, S—— B—X—R—D, 
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Mr. S1MkK1n B—N—R—D to Lady B—-n—R—D, 
at Hall, North. 


A deſcription of the Barr, with an epiſode on 
Beau Nas H. 
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W a Joy at the ball, what delight have I found, 
By all the bright circle encompaſs'd around! 

Each moment with tranſport my boſom felt warm, 

For what, my dear mother, like beauty can charm ? 


The remembrance alone, while their praiſe I rehearſe, 


Gaves life to my numbers, and ſtrength to my verſe: 


4 


Then 


18 


Then allow for the rapture the Muſes inſpire, 


Such themes call aloud for poetical fire. 


I've read how the goddeſſes meet all above, 


And throng the immortal aſſemblies of Jove, 


When join'd with the Graces fair Venus appears, 
Ambroſial ſweet odours perfume all the ſpheres; 


But the Goddeſs of Love, and the Graces and all, 


Muſt yield to the beauties I've ſeen at the ball; 

For Jove never felt ſuch a joy at his heart, 

Such a heat as theſe charming ſweet creatures impart. 
In ſhort—there is ſomething in very fine women, 


When they meet all together - - that's quite overcoming. 


Then ſay, O ye nymphs that inhabit the ſhades 


Of Pindus' ſweet banks, Heliconian maids, 


Celeſtial 
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Celeſtial Muſes, ye powers divine, 

O ſay, for your memory's better than mine, 
What troops of fair virgins aſſembled around, 
What ſquadrons of heroes tor 4 renown'd, | 
Were rous'd by the fiddle's harmonious ſound, 

What goddeſs ſhall firſt be the theme of my ſong, 
Whoſe name the clear Avon may murmur along, 
And echo repeat all the vallies among! 

Lady Trrrarox's ſiſter, Miſs Fun BT Fa TARMuIx, 
Was the firſt that preſented her perſon ſo charming, 
Than whom more engaging, more beautiful none, 


A goddeſs herſelf among goddeſles ſhone, 
Excepting the lovely Miſs Towzzx alone. 


"Tis ſhe that has long been the toaſt of the town, 


Tho? all the world knows her complexion is brown: 


( 94 ) 


If ſome people think that her mouth be too wide, 
Miſs TowzEx has numberleſs beauties beſide; 

A countenance noble, with ſweet pouting lips, 

And a delicate ſhape, from her waiſt to her hips; 
Beſides a prodigious rough black head of hair, 

That is frizzled and curl'd o'er her neck that is bare: 
Tve ſeen the ſweet creature but once, I confeſs, 

But her air, and her manner, and pleaſing addreſs, 


All made me feel ſomething I ne'er can expreſs. 


But lo! on a ſudden what multitudes pour 


From Cambrian mountains, from Indian ſhore; 


Bright maidens, bright widows, and fortunate ſwains, 


Who cultivate LI 's ſweet borders and plains, 


And 


And they who their flocks in fair Al Bion feed, 

Rich flocks and rich herds, (ſo the gods have decreed) 
Since they quitted the pleaſanter banks of the Taveed. 
Yet here no confuſion, no tumult is known, 

Fair order and beauty eſtabliſh their throne ; 

For order, and beauty, and juſt regulation, 

Support all the works of this ample creation, 

For this, in compaſſion to mortals below, 

The gods, their peculiar favour to ſhew, | 
Sent 1 to Bath in the ſhape of a BRA: 
That 6 of ATL as came down from above, 
To bleſs all the regions of pleaſure and love; 
To lead the fair nymph through the various maze, 
Bright 1 to marſhal, his glory and praiſe; 
To govern, improve, and adorn the gay ſcene 


By the graces inſtructed, and Cyprian queen: 
4 | . 


As 
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As when in a garden delightful and gay, 
Whine fron is wont all her charms to diſplay; 
The ſweet hyacinthus with pleaſure we view 
Contend with narciſſus in delicate hue, 
The gard'ner induſtrious trims out his border, 
Puts each odoriferous plant in it's order; 
The myrtle he ranges, the roſe and the lilly, 
With iris and crocus, and daffa-down-dilly ; 
Sweet peas and beet oranges al he diſpoſes 
At once to regale both your eyes and your noſes: 
Long reign'd the great Nasn, this omnipotent lord, 
Reſpected by youth, and by parents ador'd ; 
For him not enough at a ball to preſide, 


Th' unwary and beautiful nymph would he guide; 


Oft tell her a tale, how the credulous maid 


Dy man, by perfidious man, is betray'd; 


Taught 


C93 
Taught Charity's hand to relieve the diſtreſt, 
While tears have his tender compaſſion expreſt : 
But alas! he is gone, and the city can tell 
How in years and in glory lamented he fell ; 
Him mourn'd all the Dryads on CLaverToN's mount; 
Him Aer deplor'd, him the Nymph of the Fount, 
The cryſtalline ſtreams. 
Then periſh his picture, his ſtatue decay, 
A tribute more laſting the muſes ſhall pay. 
If _ what philoſophers all will aſſure us, 
Who diſſent from the doctrine of great Exicurvus, 
T hat the ſpirit's immortal; as poets allow, 
If life's occupations are follow'd below; 
In reward of his labours, his virtue and paints, 


He is footing it now in th' Elyſian plains, 


H Indulg'd 


1 


Indulg'd, as a token of Pros RERPINE's favour, 


— — —— — —— — — 


To preſide at her balls in a cream-colour'd beaver: 


Then peace to his aſhes—our grief be ſuppreſt, 


Since we find ſuch a phoenix has ſprung from his neſt ; 
Kind heaven has ſent us another profeſſor, 


Who follows the ſteps of his great predeceſſor. 


, 


But hark, now they ſtrike the melodious ſtring, 
The vaulted roof echoes, the manſions all ring; 

At the ſound of the hautboy, the baſs and the fiddle, 
Sir BoR EAS BLUBBER ſteps forth in the middle, 


Like a holy-hock, noble, majeſtic, and tall, 


Sir Box EAS BLUBBER firſt opens the ball: 


Sir BoR EAS, great in the minuet known, 
| Since the day that for dancing his talents were ſhewn 
| Where the ſcience is praQtis'd by gentlemen grown. 
| 

; 


For 


1 


* 
For in every ſcience, in ev'ry proſeſſion, 


We make the beſt progreſs at years of diſcretion. 

How he puts on his hat with a ſmile on his face, 

And delivers his hand with an exquiſite grace! 

How genteelly he offers Miſs Carrot before us, 
Miſs CARROT FiTz-OozER, a niece of Lord Poxus! 
How nimbly he paces, how active and light! 

One never can judge of a man at ſirſt fight ; 

But as near as I gueſs from the ſize of his calf, 

He may weigh about twenty-three ſtone and a half, 
Now why ſhould I mention a hundred or more, 

Wio went the ſame circle as others before, 

To a tune that they play'd us a hundred times wart 
See little Bon JE ROM, old CHR ysosTOM's ſon, 

With a chitterlin ſhirt, and a buckle of ſune 


What a cropt head of hair the young parſon has on! 
4 
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Emerg'd from his grizzle, th' unfortunate ſprig 
Seems as if he was hunting all night for his wig; 
Not perfectly pleas'd with the coat on his back, 


Tho? the coat's a good coat, but alas, it is black 


Wich envious eyes he is doom'd to behold 


The Captain's red ſuit that's embroider'd with gold ! 
How ſeldom mankind is content with their lot! 

Bos JerRoM two very good livings has got; 
Yet ſtill he accuſes his parents deceas'd, 


For making a man of ſuch ſpirit a prieſt. 


Not ſo Maſter Mas mozer, ſweet little boy, 


Mrs. DancLEcvs's hopes, her delight and her joy: 


His pigeon-wing' d head was not dreſt quite ſo ſoon, 
For it took up a barber the whole afternoon; 
His jacket's well lac'd, and the ladies proteſt 


Maſter Mar mozET dances as well as the beſt: 


Vet 
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Yet ſome think the boy would be better at ſchool ; | 
But I hear Mrs. DaxnGLECuB's not ſuch a fool 

To ſend a poor thing with a ſpirit ſo meek, 

To be flogg'd by a tyrant for Latin and Greek; 

For why ſhould a child of diſtinction and faſhion 

Lay a heap of ſuch filly nonſenſical traſh in? 

She wonders that parents to Eton ſhould ſend 

Five hundred great boobies their manners to mend, 
When the maſter that left it (tho? no one objects 

To his care of the boys in all other reſpects) 

Was extremely remiſs, for a ſenſible man, 

In never contriving ſome elegant plan 

For improving their perſons, and ſhewing them how 
To hold up their heads, and to make a good bow, 
When they've got ſuch a charming long room for a ball, 


Where the ſcholars might praiſe, and maſters and all; 
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But, what is much worſe, what no parent would chuſe, 
He burnt all their ruffles, and cut off their queues: 


So he quitted the ſchool with the utmoſt diſgrace, 


And juſt ſuch another's come into his place. 


She ſays that her ſon wall his fertune advance, 

By learning ſo early to fiddle and dance; ; 

So ſhe brings him to Bath, which I think is quite right, 
For they do nothing alk here from morning *till night ; 
And this is a leflon all parents ſhould knov/ , 

To train up a child in the way he ſhould go; 

For, as 8 ſays, you may ſafely uphold, 


He nce'er will depart from the ſame when he's old. 


No doubt ſhe's a woman of fine underſtanding, 
Her air and her preſence there's ſomething ſo grand in; 
So wile and diſcreet; and to give her her due, 


Dear mother, ſhe's juſt ſuch a woman as you. 


But 
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But who 1 that bombazine lady ſo gay, 
So profuſe of her beauties, in ſable array ? 
How ſhe reſts on her heel, how ſhe turns out her toe, 
How ſhe pulls down her ſtays, with her head up to ſhew 
Her lilly- white boſom that rivals the ſnow ? 


Tis the widow QUuicKkLACKiT, whoſe huſband, laſt 


week, 
Poor STEPHEN, went ſuddenly forth in a pique, 
And puſh'd off his boat for the S:ygian creek : 
Poor STEPHEN ! he never return'd from the bourn, 
But left the diſconſolate widow to mourn : 
Three times did ſhe faint, when ſhe heard of the news, 


Six days did ſhe weep, and all comfort refule ; 


H 4 But 
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wut 5SCEPHEN no ſorrow, no tears can recall! 


So ſhe hallows the ſeventh, and comes to the ball. 


For muſic, ſweet muſic, has charms to controul 
And tune up each paſſion that ruffles the ſoul! 
What things have I read, and what ftories been told 
Of feats that were done by muſicians of old! 
Pve heard a whole as was built from the —_ 


By magical numbers and muſical ſound ; 


And here it can build a good houſe in the ſquare, 


Or raiſe up a church where the godly repair. 

I ſaw, t'other day, in a thing calPd an FI 

As it lay in a ſnug little houſe on the road, 

How Saul was reſtor'd, tho' his ſorrow was ſharp, 
When Davip, the Berhlemite, play'd on the harp : 


— 


Twas 


1 
"Twas muſic that brought a man's wife from Ola Nick, 
And at Bath has the pow'r to recover the ſick: 
Thus a lady was curd other day But *tis time 


To ſeal up my letter, and finiſh my rhyme. 
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Mr, S1MK1N 1 to Lady B J—N=—R—Dz 
Hall, North, 


A MopERN Hrap-Datss, With a little PolIrE 
CONVERSATION. 


WI. baſe and unjuſt accuſations we find 

Ariſe from the malice and ſpleen of mankind ! 

One would hope, my dear mother, that ſcandal would 
ſpare 


The tender, the helpleſs, and delicate fair ; 


But 


5 


But alas! the ſweet creatures all find it the caſe, 

That Bath is a very cenſorious place. 

Would you think that a perſon I met ſince I came, 

(I hope you'll excuſe my concealing his name) 

A ſplenetic ill-vatur'd fellow, before 

A room-full of very good company ſwore, 

That, in ſpite of appearance, *twas very well known, 
Their hair and their faces were none of their own: 


And thus without wit, or the leaſt provocation, 


Began an impertinent formal oration : RH 
* Shall nature thus laviſh her beauties in vain 


« For art and nonſenſical Faſhion to ain ? 


The fair JezEBELLA what art can adorn, 1 
| 


«© Whoſe cheeks are like roſes that bluſh in the morn ? 


As bright were her locks as in heaven are ſeen, 


Preſented for ſtars by th' Egyptian queen; 


4 60 Nut 
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* But alas! the ſweet nymph they no longer muſt deck, 
« No more ſhall they flow o'er her ivory neck ; 
*« Thoſe treſſes which VER us might take as a favour, 
« Fall a victim at once to an outlandiſh ſhaver; 


« Per head has he robb'd with as little remorſe 


« Asa fox hunter crops both his dogs and his horſe : 
« A yretch that, ſo far from repenting his theft, 


« Makes a boaſt of tormenting the little that's left: 


And ſirſt at her porcupine head he begins 

*« To {umble and poke with his irons and pins, 

« Then fires all his crackers with horrid grimace, 

« And puffs his vile Recamrtel breath in her face, 

« Diſcharging a ſteam that the devil would choak, 

« From paper, pomatum, from powder, and ſmoke. 
The patient ſubmits, and with due reſignation 


„ Prepares for her fate in the next operation. 


« When 


125 
|, 
. 
" 
A; 


( 109 ) 


— 


- — 
2 
— uU—ñ 


« When lo! on a ſudden a monſter appears, | 


« A horrible monſter, to cover her ears; 


. — os 
— of. 


% What ſign of the zodiac 1s it he bears? 


3 


« Is it Taurus's tail, or the tete de mounten, 


« Or the beard of the goat that he dares to put on? 


3 


„ 'Tis a wig en wergette, that from Paris was brought, 


% Une tete comme il. faut, that the variet has bought _ 


| 8 
« Of a beggar, whoſe head he has ſhav'd ſor a groat: 


«© Now fix'd to her head, does he frizzle and dab it; 
tc Her foretop's no more “tis the ſkin of a rabbit 
« Tis a muff tis a thing that by all is confeſt 


« Is in colour and ſhape like a chalſinch's neſt, 


«« O ceaſe, ye fair virgins, ſuch pains to employ, 


The beauties of nature with paint to deſtroy; 


« See 


(..-2106 3 


c Sce Venvs lament, ſee the Loves and the Graces, 

% How they pine at the injury done to your faces ! 

« Ye have eyes, lips, and noſe, but your heads are no 

©: more 

«© Than a doll's that is plac'd at a milliner's door.“ 
Tm aſham'd to repeat what he ſaid in the ſcquel, 

Aſperſions ſo cruel as nothing can equal! 

I declare I am ſhock'd ſuch a fellow ſhould vex 

And ſpread all theſe lies of the innocent ſex, 

For whom, while I live, I will make proteſtation 

Pve the higheſt eſteem, and profound veneration : 

I never ſo ſtrange an opinion will harbour, 

That they buy all the hair they have got of a barber ; | 

Nor ever believe that ſuch beautiful creatures 


Can have any delight in abuling their features: 


One 


(nat 


One thing tho' I wonder at much, I confeſs, is 

The appearance they male in their different dreſſes; 

For indeed they look very much like apparitions 

When they come in the morning to hear the muſicians, 
And ſome I am apt to miſtake, at firſt ſight, 

For the mothers of thoſe I have ſeen over night: 

It ſhocks me to ſee them look paler than aſhes, 

And as dead in the eye as the buſto of Nas 15, 


Who the ev'nin® before were ſo blooming and plump. 
81 8 Plump 


« 


—P'm griev'd to the heart when I go to the pump; 


For I take ev'ry morning a ſup at the water, 
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Juſt to hear what is paſling, and ſee what they're ater; | 
For Pm told the diſcourſes of perſons reſin'd | 
Are better than books for improving the mind ; | 
But a great deal of judgment's requir'd in the ſkimming 


The polite converſation of ſenſible women, 


„ 
For 
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For they come to the pump, as before I was ſaying, 

And talk all at once while the muſic is playing: 

« Your ſervant, Miſs FircatT” © Good morning, Mits 
c STOTE,” 


« My dear Lady RicoLEDum, how is your throat? 


« Your Ladyſhip knows that I ſent you a ſcrawl, 

« Laſt night to attend at your Ladyſhip's call, 

* But I hear that your Ladyſhip went to tae ball.“ 

«© —Oh Firehrr —don't aſk me — good heavens | 
4 preſerve 

« I wiſh there was no ſuch a thing as a nerve: 

Half dead all the night I proteſt and declare — 

« My dear little FIT cHET, who deten your hair? — ö 


% You'll come to the Rooms, all the world will be there. 


or Nap - 


C- 213- } 


« Sir TOBY Mac'Necvs is going to ſettle 

* His n-driaking night with Sir Pale O'KETTLE.“ 
6 T hear that they both have appointed the ſame; 
The majority think that Sir Puiriy's to blame; 


] hope they won't quarrel- they're both in a flame: 


£ 


* 


Sir Togu Mac'Necvs much ſpirit has got, 


« 


Lad 


And Sir Py1Lie O'KETTLE is apt to be hot.“ 
Have you read the Path Guide, that ridiculous poem ? 
What a ſcurrilous author! does nobody know him??? 
« Young BILLY PEXNWaGGLE, and SIMIUS CHATTER, 


«© Declare 'tis an ill- natur'd half-witted ſatire.” 


Lad 


*« You know I'm engag'd, my dear creature, with you, 


* And Mrs. PaAMTICKLE, this morning at loo; 


„Poor thing! tho? ſhe hobbled laſt night to the ball, 


To day ſhe's ſo lame that ſhe hardly can crawl ; 


* « Major 


= ( 114 ) 


« Major Licxvum has trod on the firſt joint of her toe 
That thing they play'd laſt was a charming concerto; 
e don't recolle& I have heard it before; 

© The minuet's good, but the jig I adore: 
Pray ſpeak to Sir Tozy to cry out encore.“ 

Dear mother, I think this is excellent fun; 

But if all I muſt wrlte, I ſhould never have done, 


So myſelf I ſubſcribe your moſt dutiful ſon, 
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Motives for the ſame. A liſt of the company. A tender 
ſcene.— An unfortunate incident. 


W bleſſings attend, my dear mother, all thoſe 
Who to crouds of admirers their perſons expoſe! 

Do the gods ſuch a noble ambition inſpire, 

Or gods do we make of cach ardent deſire? 

O generous paſſioa! 'tis yours to afford 

The ſplendid aſſembly, the plentiful board; 
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To thee do I owe ſuch a break faſt this morn, 
As I ne'er ſaw before, ſince the hour I was born; 
*Twas you made my Lord Raccamurrenn come here, 
Who they ſay has been lately created a peer; 
And to-day, with extreme complaiſance and reſpect, aſ::'d 


All the people at Bath to a general breakfaſt, 


F 


You've heard of my Lady BuxBUTTER, no doubt, 
How ſhe loves an ae, fandango, or rout 
No lady in London is half ſo expert 
At a ſnug private party, her friends to divert; 


But they ſay that of late ſhe's grown ſick of the town, 


And often to Bath condeſcends to come down : 
Her Ladyſhip's favourite houſe is the Bear, 


Her chariot, and ſervants, and horſes are there: 


IS © 
My Lady declares that retiring is good, 


As all with a ſeparate maintenance ſhou'd; 
For when you have put out the conjugal fire, 
Tis time for all ſenſible folk to retire; 

If Hrmen no longer his fingers will ſcorch, 
Little Cupip for others can whip in his torch, 
So pert is he grown, ſince the cuſtom began 


To be married and parted as quick as you can, 


Now my Lord had the honour of coming down poſt, 


To pay his reſpects to ſo famous a toaſt; 

In hopes he ker ladyſhip's favour might win, 
By playing the part of a hoſt at an inn. 

Pm ſure he's a perſon of great reſolution, 


Tho? delicate nerves, and a weak conſtitution; 


I 3 For 
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For he carried us all to a place croſs the river, 
And vow'd that the rooms were too hot for his liver: 
He ſaid it would 8 our pleaſure promote, 
If we all 15 Spring: gardeus ſet out in a boat: 
I never as yet could his reaſon explain, 
Why we all {allied forth in the wind and the rain; 
For ſure ſuch confuſion was never yet known! 
Here a cap and a hat, there a cardinal blown, 
While his Lordſhip, embroider'd and powder'd all o'er, 
Was bowing, and handing the ladies aſhore. 


How the Miſſes did haddle and ſcuddle, and run 


One would think to be wet mult be very good fun; 
For, by waggling their tails, they all ſeem'd to take pains 
To moiſten their pinions like ducks when it rains; 
And *twas pretty to ſee how, like birds of a feather, 


The people of quality flock'd all together; 
All 


( 19 ) 
All preſſing, addrefling, careſſing, and fond, 


Juſt the ſame as thoſe animals are in a pond. 


You've read all their names in the news, I ſuppoſe, 
But, for fear you have not, take the liſt as it goes; 
There was Lady GREASEWRISTER, 
And Madam Vanx-TwisTER, 


Her Ladyſhip's ſiſter. 


Lord CR Au, and Lord VuLTER, 
Sir BRANDISsH O'CULTER, 


With Marſhal CarouzeR, 


And old Lady MowzEx, 
And the great Hanoverian Baron Raabe ; 
Beſides many others; who all in the rain went, 


On purpoſe to honour this grand entertainment ; 
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The company made a moſt brilliant appearance, 
And ate bread and butter with great perſeverance; 
All the chocolate too that my Lord ſet before em, 
The ladies diſpatch'd with the utmoſt decorum. 
Soſt muſical numbers were heard all around, 
The horns and the clarions echoing and: 

Sweet were the ſtrains, as od'rous gales that blow 

O'er fragrant banks, where pinks and roſes grow, 
The Peer was quite raviſh'd, while cloſe to his fide 
Sat Lady BunBUTTER, in beautiful pride; 
Oft turning his eyes, he with rapture ſurvey'd 
All the powerful charms ſhe ſo nobly diſplay'd. 
As when, at the feaſt of the great ALexanDER, 


TizMoTHEUs, the muſical fon of TRHERSAN DER, 


Breath'd heavenly meaſures ; 


( 121 ) 
The prince was in pain, 
And could not contain, 
While Taazs was guing beſide him; 
But, before all his pecrs 
Was for ſhaking the ſpheres, 


Such goods the kind gods did provide him. 


Grew bolder and bolder, 
And cock'd up his ſhoulder, 
Like the ſon Xt great JUPITER AMMON, 
Till atlength „quite oppreſt, | 
He ſunk on her breaſt, 


And lay there as dead as a ſalmon. 


O had La voice that was ſtronger than ſteel, 


With twice fifty topgues to expreſs what I feel, 
3 4 


And 
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And as many good mouths, yet I never could utter 
All the ſpeeches my Lord made to Lady BuxzBuUTTER! 
So polite all the time, that he ne'er touch'd a bit, 
While the ate up his rolls and applaudel his witi 
For they tell me that men of 77ue taſte, when they treat, 
Should talk a great deal, but they never ſhould eat: 
And if that be the faHion, I never will give 
Any grand entertainment as long as I live; 
For I'm of opinion 'tis proper to chear 
The ſtomach and bowcls, as well as the ear. 
Nor me did the charming concerto of AB EN 


Regale like the breakfaſt I ſaw on the table; 


I freely will own I the muffins preferr'd 


To all the genteel converſation I heard ; 


F'en 
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Fen tho? I'd the honorr of ſitting between 


My Lady STUFF-DAMASK, and PEGGY MoOREEN, 


Who both flew to Bath in the London machine. 
Cries PROGY, © This place is enchantingly pretty 


e We never can ſee ſuch a thing in the city: 


« You may ſpend all your life-time in Cateaton ſtreet, 

% And never ſo civil a gentleman meet; 

5 You may talk what you pleaſe; you may ſearch London 
ce through; 

« You may go Carliſſe's, and to Almanac's too; 

& And III give you my head if you find ſuch a hoſt, 

o7 For coffee, tea, chocolate, . and toaſt: 

How he welcomes at once all the world and his wife, 

* And how civil to folk he ne'er ſaw in his life ! ”%— 

“ Theſe horns, cries my Lady, ſo tickle one's ear, 


% Lard! what would I give that Sir Stuox was here! 


4 
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To the next public breakfaſt Sir Sto ſhall go, 
« For J find here are ſolks one may venture to know: 
6 Sir S1110N would gladly his Lordſhip attend, 
« And my Lord would be pleas'd with ſo chearful a 


& friend.“ 


So when we had waſted more bread at a breakfaſt 
'Than the poor of our pariſh have ate for this week paſt, 
I ſaw, all at once, a prodigious great throng 
Come buſtling, and ruſthng, and joſtling along: 

For his Lordſhip was pleas'd that the company now 

To my thts BuxBUTTER ſhould 5 and bow; 
And my Lady was pleas'd wk and ſeem'd vaſtly proud 
4 once to receive all the thanks of a crowd . 

And when, like Chaldears, we all had ador'd 


This beautiful image ſet up by my Lord, 


Some 
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Some few inſignificant folk went away, 
Juſt to follow th' employments and calls of the day; 
But thoſe who knew better their time how to ſpend, 
The fiddling and dancing all choſe to attend. 
Miſs CLuncn and Sir Ton x perform'd a Cotillon, 
Juſt the ſame as our Sus aN and Bos the poſtilion: 
All the while her mamma was expreſiing her joy, 


That her daughter the morning ſo well could employ. 


Now why ſhould the muſe, my dear mother, relate 
The misfortunes that fail to the lot of the great? 
As homeward we came—'tis with ſorrow you'll hear 
What a dreadful diſaſter attended the peer: 
For whether ſome envious god had deerced 


That a Natad ſhould Jong to ennoble her breed; 


Or 
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Or whether his Lordſhip was charm'd to behold 


His face in the ſtream, like Narc1ssvs of old; 

In handing old Lady Buwuripcrer and daughter, 

This obſequious Lord tumbled into the water; 

But a nymph of the flood brought him ſafe to the boat, 


And I left all the ladies a'cleaning his coat, 


F 


Thus the ſeaſt was concluded, as far as I hear, 
To the great ſatisfaction of all that were there, 


O may he give breakfaſts as long as he ſtays! 


For I ne'cr ate a better in all my born days. 


Ii haſte, I conclude, &c. &c. &c. 


Bark, 1765. 8 — 3—N— Rom Do 
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Miſs Paupznce B-n-r—D to LadyErt1z. M-p-sss 
at —— Caſtle, North. 


Miſs PRUDpENCE B—n—r—D informs Lady BeTTY, 
that ſhe has been elected to METHoDISM by a VISION. 


SIR Lady BTT, hearken, 


To the diſmal news I tell; 
How your friends are all embarking 


For the fiery gulph of hell. 


Brother 
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Brother SiMx1N's grown a rakehell, 
Cards, and dances eviiy day; 


Jexnxny laughs at tabernacle, 


TaBRBXY RuxT is gone aſtray, 


Bleſſed I, though once rejected, 


Like a little wand'ring ſheep; 


Who this morning was elected 


By a viſion in my ſleep: 


For I dreatn'd an apparition 
Came, like Roctr, from above, 
Saying, by divine commiſſion 


I muſt fill you full of love. 


Juſt 


( 129 ) 


Juſt with Rocrr's head of hair on, 


Roctr's mouth, and pious ſmile; 


Sweet, methinks, as beard of Aaron, 


Dropping down with holy oil. 


I began to fall a kicking; 
Panted, ſtruggled, ſtrove in vain; 
When the ſpirit whipt ſo quick in, 


I was cur'd of all my pain. 


Firſt I thought it was the night-mare 


Lay ſo heavy on my breaſt; 


But I found new joy and light there, 


When with heav'nly love poſſeſt, 


* 
* 


( 130 ) 


Come again then, apparition, 
Finiſh what thou haſt begun; 
Roc ER, ſtay, thou ſoul's phyſician, 


I with thee my race will run. 


Faith her chariot has appointed, 


Now we're ſtretching for the goal; 
All the wheels with grace anointed, 


Up to heav'n to drive my ſoul. 


* 


The editor, for many reaſons, begs to be excuſed giving the 
public the ſequel of this young lady's letter; but if the reader will 
pleaſe to look into the Biſhop of Exeter's book, entitled, The en- 
thuſiaſm of methodiſts and papiſts compared, he will find many 
inſtances (particularly of young people) who have been elected in 


the manner above, 
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Mr. S1MKin B—N—R—>D to LadyP—Nn—r-D, 
at Hall, North. 


Serious REFLECTIONS Of Mr. BN R — p. His 
BILL of Ex ENC ES. — The DrsrRESSES of the | 
Family, — A FAREWEL to BTH. 


Als, my dear mother, our evil and good 
By few is diſtinguiſh'd, by few underſtood! 

How oft' are we dend to repent at the end, 
The events that ouripleaſanteſt e attend; 
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Come again then, apparition, 
Finiſh what thou haſt begun; 
Roc ER, ſtay, thou ſoul's phyſician, 


1 with thee my race will run. 


Faith her chariot has appointed, 
Now we're ſtretching for the goal; 
All the wheels with grace anointed, 


Up to heav'n to drive my ſoul. 
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The editor, for many reaſons, begs to be excuſed giving the 
public the ſequel of this young lady's letter; but if the reader will 
pleaſe to look into the Biſhop of Exeter's book, entitled, The en- 
thuſiaſm of method iſts and papiſts compared, he will find many 


inſtances (particularly of young people) who have been elected in 
the manner above. 
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(398-3 


Tf NM 1 


Mr. SiuKkIN B—N—R—>D to LadyP—n—R--D, 
at Hall, North. 


Serious REFLECTIONS of Mr. B—N— R — . His 
BILL of ExrERENCES. — The DrsrRzEssEs of the 
Family. — A FAREWEL to BAT EH. 


Arts my dear mother, our evil and good 
By few is diſtinguiſh'd, by few underſtood ! 

How oft' are we Joom's to repent at the end, - 
The events that ous pleaſanteſt proſpects attend; 
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As SoLon declar'd, in the laſt ſcene alone 
All the joys of our life, all our ſorrows are known. 
When firſt I came hither for vapours and wind, 
To cure all diſtempers, and ſtudy mankind, 
How little I dream'd of the tempeſt behind! 


I never once thought what a furious blaſt, 


What ſtorms of diſtreſs would o'erwhelm me at laſt, 
How wretched am I! what a fine declamation 

Might be made on the ſubject of my ſituation ! 

I'm a favle—an inſtance—and ſerve to diſpenſe 

An example to all men of ſpirit and ſenſe ; | 

'To all men of faſhion, and all men of wealth, 

Who come to this place to recover their health: 

For my means are ſo ſmall, and my bills are ſo large, 


I nc'er can come home till you ſend a diſcharge. 


Let 
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Let the Muſe ſpeak the cauſe, if a Muſe yet remain 


To ſupply me with rhimes, and expreſs all my pain. 


) 


Paid bells, and muſicians, 

Drugs, nurſe, and phyſicians, 
Balls, raflles, ſubſcriptions, and chairs; 

Wigs, gowns, ſkins and trimming, 

Good books for the women, 


Plays, concerts, tea, negus, and pray'rs. 


Paid the following ſchemes, 


Of all who it ſeems 


Make charity bus'neſs their care: 


A gameſter decay'd, 


And a prudiſh old maid, 


By gaiety brought to deſpair : 
4 
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A fidler of note, 
Who, for lace on his coat, 
To I 1s taylor was much in won, 
An author of merit, 


Who wrote with ſuch ſpirit, 


The pillory fook off his cars. 


A ſum, my dear mother, far heavier yet, 
Captaya CoRmoRAanT won when J learn'd lanſquenet; 
Two hundred I paid him, and five am in debt. 
For the five I had nothing to do but to Write, 
For the Captain was very well bred, and polite, 
And took, as he ſaw my expences were great, 


My bond, to be paid on the Clodpole eſtate ; 


And 
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And aſks nothing more, while the money 1s lent, 
Than intereſt paid him at twenty per cent. 

But I'm ſhock'd to relate what diſtreſſes befall 

Miſs Jenny, my ſiſter, and Ta BB and all: 

Miſs Ir x N v, poor thing, from this Bath expedition, 
Was in hopes very ſoon to have chang'd her condition 
But rumour has brought certain things to her car, 
Which I ne*er will believe, yet am ſorry to hear: 
That the Captain, her lover, her dear Rout, 


Was baniſh'd the army a great while ago; 


That his friends and his foes he alike can betray, 
And picks up a ſcandalous living by play.“ 

But if e'er I could think that the Captain had cheated, . 
Or my dear couſin Jexxny unworthily treated, 
By all that is ſcœred I ſwear. for his pains 

Pd cudgel him firſt, and then blow out his brains, 


F K 4 For 
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For the man I abhor like the devil, dear mother, 


Who one thing conceals, and profeſſes another. 


O how ſhall we know the right way to purſue !— 
Do the ills of mankind from religion accrue ?— 
Religion, deſign'd to relieve all our care, 

Has brought my poor ſiſter to grief and deſpair : 
Now ſhe talks of damnation and ſcrews up her face; 
Then prates about Roo ER and ſpiritual grace; 
Her ſenſes, alas! ſeem at once gone aſtray 


No pen can deſcribe it, no letter convey. 


But the man without fn, that Moravian Rabbi, 
Has perfectly cur'd the chlorofis of TaBsy 
And if right I can judge from her ſhape and her face, 
She ſoon may produce him an infant of grace. 


Now 


3 


Now they ſay chat all people in our ſituation 
Are very ſine ſubjects for regeneration; 


But I think, my dear mother, the beſt we can do, 


I; to pack up our all, and return back to you. 


Farewell then, ye ſtreams, 

Ye poetical themes ! | 
Sweet fountains for curing the ſpleen! 

I am griev'd to the heart 


Without caſh to depart, 


And quit this adorable ſcene: 


Where gaming and grace 
Each other embrace, 


Diſſipation and piety meet: 
On 


4 
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May all who've a notion 
Of cards or devotion, 


Make Bath their delightful retreat. 


Barn, 1766. 8 — B—N——5. 
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SECOND EDITION, 
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CriTicisMs, and the Guipe's ConversaTION with 
three LADIES of piety, learning, and diſcretion. 


A Letter to Miſs Jenny W—p—x at Bath, from 
Lady EL1z. M—p—ss, her friend in the country; 
a young lady of neither faſhion, taſte, nor ſpirit. 


The Cox vERRSATION Continued. —'Their LADpYSHIPS 
Receipt for a NoveL.—The GrosrT of Mr. Quin. 
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GTO RR TANNING, 


CrrT1icisMs, and the Guide's ConversaTiON with 
three LADIES of Piety, Learning, and Diſcretion, 


Ties are, who complain that my verſe 1s ſevere, 
And what is much worſe—that my book is too dear: 
The ladies proteſt that I keep no decorum 

In ſetting ſuch patterns of folly before em: 

Some cannot conceive what the Guipe is about, 


With names ſo unmeaning to make ſuch a rout. 


Lady 
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Lady DorxoTHY ScRawrL would engage to beſpeak 
A hundred ſuch things to be made in a week: 
Madam SHurrLEDuUumpPOo, more provoking than that, 
Has ſold your poor Guips for two fiſh and a mat; 
A ſweet medium paper, a book of fine ſize, 

And a print that! hop'd would have ſuited her eyes. 
Another good lady of 43 taſte, 

Cries, © Fie! Mr. Bookſeller, bring me ſome paſte; 
« J'Il cloſe up this leaf, or my daughter will ſkim 

« The cream of that vile methodiſtical hymn,” 
Then ſtuck me down faſt—ſo unfit was my page 


To meet the chaſte eyes of this virtuous age, _— 


_ Gv1ve.] Oſpare me, good Madam, it goes to my hear: 


With my ſweet methodiſtical letter to part. 


Away 
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Away with your paſte! *tis exceedingly hard 
Thus to torture and cramp an — O94 Ig hard: 
How my Muſe will be ſhock'd, when ſhe's juſt taking 
fight, 


To find that her pinions are faſten'd ſo tight! 


Firft Lavy.] Why you know, beyond reaſon and 
decency too, 
Beyond all reſpect to religion that's due, 
Your dirty ſatirical work you purſue, 
I very well know whom you meant to affront i 


In the pictures of Pup RENE and TaRITHA RUux T. 


Gurpzk. ] Indeed, my good ladies, religion and virtue 


Are things that I never deſign'd any hurt to. 


4 


All 
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All poets and painters, as Hor act agrees, 
May copy from nature what figures they pleaſe ; 
Nor blame the poor poet or painter, if you 

In verſe or on canvas your likeneſs ſhould view: 
T hope you don't think I would write a lampoon ? 


Fd be hang'd at the foot of Parnaſſus as ſoon; 


Second La Dx. ] Prithee don't talk to me of your Ho- 
RACE and FLaccus, 
5 
When you come like an impudent wretch to attack us. 


What's Parnaſſus to you ? take away but your rhime, 


And the ſtrains of the bellman are full as ſublime, — 


_ Third Lapx. ] Doſt think that ſuch ſtuff as thou writ'ſt 


upon Tarpy, 


Will procure thee a buſto in Veſminſter-Albey? 
GuiDE.] 


6: 3953; 


Gvu1de.] 'Tis true, on Parnaſſus I never did dream, 
Nor e'er did I taſte of ſweet Helicon's ſtream : 


My ſhare of the fountain PII freely reſign 


To thoſe who are better belov'd by the Nine; 


. 
r 


Give buſto's to poets of higher renown, 
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I ne'er was ambitious in marble to frown ; 

Give laurels to thoſe, from the God of the lyre 
Who catch che bright ſpark of ethereal fire; 

Who, {111d ev'ry paſſion at will to impart, 

Can play round the head while they ſteal to the heart; 

Who, taught by AyoLLo to guide the bold fteed, 

Know when to give force, when to temper his ſpeed; 

My nerves all forſake a my voice he diſdains, 


When he rattles his pinions, no more hears the reins, 


L But 
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But thro? the bright ether ſublimely he goes, 

Nor earth, air, or ocean, or mountains oppoſe.— 

For me, *tis enough that my toil I purſue, 

Like the bee drinking ſweets that exhale from the dew; 
Content if MeLyoMeNE joins to my lay | 


One tender ſoft ſtrain of melodious Ge av 3 


Thrice happy in your approbation alone, 


If the following Ode for my Hymn can atone. 
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To Mis Ja NY W—p—x, at BATH; 


From Lady EL IZ. M—n—ss, her friend in the 
country; a young lady of neither Faſhion, "Taſte, 
nor Spirits 


Or t' Tve invok'd th' Aönian quire, 


And Prozrus oft in vain, 
Like thee, my friend, to tune my Iyre, 


Like thee to raiſe my ftrain, 
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And when, of late, I ſought their aid, 
The flow'ry bank beſide, 


Methought, along the ſilent glade 


I heard a voice, that cry'd, 


« Miſtaken maid! why idly wafte 
« Your hours in fruitleſs toil? 
&© You ne'er the hallow'd brook can taſte, 


« Or tread poetic ſoil. 


For ſince your friend purſues the path 
« Where wit and pleaſure reigns, 


© With her has fled each Mule to Bath, 


From theſe neglected plains, 


c There 
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« There many a bard's inſpir'd with ſong, 
« With epigram, and ode; 
* And one, the meaneſt of the throng, 


e Takes ſatire's thorny road. 


« For him Bath's injur'd genius now 
6 'The hemlock juice prepares, 


% And deadly nightſhade o'er his brow 


« For laurel wreaths he wears. 


&« Him, like the Thracian bard, ſhall curſe 
“Each nymph, each angry dame; 


„Though far inferior be his verſe, 


“ His hapleſs fate the ſame, 
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Torn be the wretch, whoſe impious ſtrains 


« Profan'd their beauty's pride; 


No Muſe to gather his remains 


4 That flow down Avon's tide; 


But him ſhajl many a drone purſue 
« 'That hums around the fiream; 
Him frantic prieſts, an inſe& crew, 


“ That taints LicaT's heav'nly beam, 


Then, icſt his deſtiny yon ſhare, 
« Rath nymph, thy ſtrains give o'er! 
Be warn'd by me; of rhyme beware!“ 


— I he voice was heard no more. 


Yet 


„ 


Yet though I ceaſe my artleſs lay, 
Nor longer court the Nine, 
This faithful tribute will I pay 


At friendſhip's ſacred ſhrine, 


Here will I offer incenſe ſweet, 
Here light the hallow'd fires 
And oh! with kind acceptance meet 


What true regard inſpires. 


Nor let my friendly verſe offend 
* 'That poor deluded maid, 


Whoſe faith I ne'er can comprehend, 


Or grace in dreams convey'd. 


* Miſs PZUpENCE BL—NxXD=—=R KD. 
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May no ſuch grace my thoughts employ, 
Nor I with envy View 
Thoſe ſcenes of diſſipated joy, 


So well deſcrib'd by you. 


Think not a parent's harſh decrees 
From me thoſe ſcenes withhold ; 
His ſoft requeſt can ne'er diſpleaſe, 


Who ne'er my joys controuPd. 


But pining years oppreſt with grief 
My tender care demand; 


The bed of ſickneſs aſks relief 


From my ſupporting hand. 


Well 
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Well do I know how ſorrow preys, 
E'er ſince the hour that gave 
The partner of his happier days 


To ſeek the filent grave. 


In that ſad hour my lips ſhe preſt, 
Bedew'd with many a tear; 
And “ Take, ſhe cry'd, this laſt bequeſt, 


A dying mother's pray'r. 


„O let the maxims I convey 


« Sink deep into thy breaſt; 
When I no more direct thy way 


« Retir'd to endleſs reſt, 
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* Look on thy aged father's woe! 
« *Tis thine to ſooth his pain: 
4% With Gracz like this, religion ſhew, 


«© And thus her cauſe maintain, 


* 


4% Nor is't enough that Grace diſplays, 
&© Or Fair her light divine; 
06: I -all thy works, in all thy ways, 


« Let heav'nly VIA Tur ſhine. 


% Oh! may the Fountain of all truth 
« Each PERFECT Girr impart, 
% With Inxocexcs protect thy youth, 


„ With Horz ſupport thy heart. 


& 80 


# So may'ſt thou learn thyſelf to know, 


C Of all extremes beware; 


« Nor find in age thy cup o'erflow 


«© With ſhame, remorſe, and care. 


& Then ſhall no madmen L1icur reveal, 
« No viſionary prieſt, 
«© With falſhood, ignorance, and zeal, 


«© Torment thy peaceful breaſt; 


6 Then ſhall no fears thy ſoul diſtrels, 


&© REticion's doubts ſhall ceaſe; 


« Her ways are ways of pleaſantncfs, 


«* And all her paths are peace.“ 
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Such were the truths, ere loſt in death, 
Her parting voice convey'd ; 
Such may I keep till lateſt breath, 


Thou dear lamented ſhade l—_— 


* 


What tho' no Muſe will deign, my friend, 


* 


My homely joys to tell; 


Tho' Fasnion ne'er will condeſcend 


To ſeel: this humble cell; 


Yet freedom, peace, and mind ſerene, 
Which modiſh life diſdains, 
(Perpetual ſweets!) enrich the ſcene 


Where conſcious virtue reigns. 


Blet 
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Bleſt ſcenes! ſuch unrepented Joys, 


Such true delights ye give, 


Remote from faſhion, vice, and noiſe, 


Contented let me live, 


ELiz. MopzLESs. 
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The ConvzrsaTION continued. The Lapits? 
Receipt for a NoverL. The Gnosr of Mr. 
Qui. 


Gu1ve.] INo „hope that this letter from young 


Lady BETTY 
Will be reckon'd exccedingly decent and pretty; 
That you, my good ladies, who ne'er could endure 
A hymn ſo in:fably wile and impure, 
My indelicate Muſe will no longer tcxvail, 
Since a ſweet little moral is pinn'd to her tail: 
If not, as ſokindly I'm tutor'd by you, 


Pray tell a poor poet what's proper to do. 


Firſt 


1 


Fi: Lap v.] Why if thou muſt write, thou hadſt 
better compoſe 
Some nc wels, Or elegant letters in proſe. 
Take a ſubject that's grave, With a moral that's cocd, 
Throw in all the temptations that virtue withſtood, 
In epiſtles, ke PamtLa's, chaſte and devout 


A book that my family's never aviihout,— 


Second LAT. ] O! pray let your hero be handſome 
and young, 
Taſte, wit, and fine ſentiment flow from his tongue, 


His delicate feelings be ſure to improve 


With paſſion, wich tender foft rapture and love. 


Third 
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Third Lav v. ] Add ſome incidents too which T like 


above meaſure, 
Such as thoſe xv//cþ d heard are eſteem'd as a treaſure 
In a book that's entitled—T he woman of pleaſure. 
Mix well, and you'll find 'twill a zowe/ produce 


Fit for modeſt young ladies—ſo keep it for uſe, 


Guive.] Damnation—(a/de) Well, ladies, I'll do 
what I can, 
And ye'll bind it, I hope, with your Duty of Man. 
Guide mutters.] Take a ſubjet that's grave, with a moral 
that's good ! 
Thus muſing, I wander'd in ſplenctic mood 


Where the languid old Cam rolls his willowy flood, 


When 
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When lo! beneath the poplar's glimm'ring ſhade, 
Along the ſtream where trembling oziers play'd, 
What time the bat low flitting ſkims the ground, 
When beetles buz, when gnats are felt around, 
And hoarſer frogs their am*rous deſcant ſound. 
Sweet ſcenes! that heav'nly contemplation give, 
And oft” in muſical deſcription live ! 
When now the moon's refulgent rays begin 
O'er twilight groves to ſpread their mantle thin, 
Sudden aroſe the awful form of Qv1x. 
A form that bigger than the life appear'd, 
And head like Patagonian hero rear'd; 
Aghaſt I food !—when lo!—with mild command 
And looks of courteſy, he wav'd his hand; 
Me to th* embow'ring grove's dark path convey'd, 


And thus began the venerable ſhade ; 
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& Forth from Erys1vum's bleſt abodes I come, 


* Regions of joy, where fate has fix*'d my doom: 
6% Look on my face—l well remember thine ; 

&© Thou 4zew'ſt me too, when erſt in life's decline 
« At BarH I dwelt— there late repos'd mine age, 


« And unrepining left this mortal ſtage; 


Yet do thoſe ſcefies, once conſcious of delight, 
“ Rejoice my ſocial ghoſt! there oft” by night 
« I hold my way; 


And from the mullet, and the ſav'ry jole, 


Catch fragrant fumes, that ſtill regale my ſoul ! 


« Sweet Bath! which thou theſe dreary banks along 


«© Oft' mak'ſt the ſubject of thy wayward ſong.” — 


Gurpk. ] O ſpare me, bleſt ſpirit 


GuaosT.] 
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GnrosT.] Quit thy vain fears: I come not to accuſe 


The motley labours of thy mirthful Muſe 
For well I ween, if rightly underſtood, 

Thy themes are pleaſant, and thy moral good, 
Oft have I read the laughter- moving phraſe, 


And ſplayfoot meaſures of thy StuKIx's lays, 


Nor ought indecent or obſcene I find, 

That virtue wounds, or taints the virgin's mind: 
Beware of that= O! why ſhould I deſcribe 

What ills await the caitiff /cer:b/ing tribe? 

Firſt ſee that mob who 5055 lewd dif} pen ſe, 

The bane of virtue, modeſty, and ſenſe: 


Next that infernal crew, detractors baſe, 


Who pen lampoons; true ſatire's foul diſgrace; 
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Nor leſs the puniſhment in realms below 

For thoſe who prai/e unmerited beſtow, 

Thoſe pimps in ſcience, who, with dulneſs bold, 
The ſacred Muſes proftitute for gold : 

Thoſe too whom zcal to pious with inclines, 
Pedantic, proud, polemical divines : 


Bad critics laſt, whom RuavamanTa ſevere 


Chaſtiſes firſt, then condeſcends to hear: 


All, all in fiery Pur xGrErhoN muſt ſtay, 
*Till gall, and ink, and dirt, of ſcribling day, 


In purifying flames are purg'd away.— 


Gu1de.] O truſt me, bleſt ſpirit, I ne'er would offend 


One innocent virgin, one virtuous friend; 


From 


1 


From nature alone are my characters drawn, 
From little Bos IE ROA to biſhops in lawn: 

Sir Box EAS BLU BER, and ſuch ſtupid faces, 
Are at London, at Bath, and at all public places! 
And if to Newmarket I chance to repair, 

*Tis odds but I ſee Captain CorRmoranT there; 
But he who his caſh on phyſicians beſtows, 


Meets a tight little doctor wherever he goes. 


| Gnosr.] "Tis true, ſuch inſects as thy tale has hewn 
Breathe not the atmoſphere of Bath alone, 

Though there, in gaiety's . ray, 

Do fools, like flies, their gaudy wings diſplay; 
Awhile they flutter, but, their ſunſhine paſt, 


Their fate, like Si ux Ix, they lament at laſt, 


W Worſe 
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Worſe ills ſucceed; oft” ſuperſtition's gloom 
Sheds baneful influence o'er their youthful bloom.— 
Such heav'n avert from fair Bx1TaxxN1a's plains, 
Torealms where bigotry and ſlav'ry reigns! 

No more of that. lt ſay, thou tim'rous bard, 
Claim not the Wixes of Bath thy juſt regard? 
Where oft', I ween, the brewer's cauldron flows 
With elder's mawkiſh juice, and puck'ring ſloes, 
Cyder and hot geneva they combine, 

Then call the fatal compoſition WINE. 

By CERBERVSs I ſwear, not thoſe vile crews 

Who vend their pois' nous med'cines by the news, 
For means of Py air, earth, and ſeas explore, 


Have ſent ſuch numbers to the S:ygian ſhore: 


Shun 
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Shun thou ſuch baſe potations ; oft? Pve thought 
My ſpan was ſhort'ned by the noxious draught.— 
But ſoft, my friend—is this the ſoil, the clime, 
That teaches GRAN TA's tuneful ſons to rhime r 

On me unſav'ry vapours ſeem to fix 

Worſe than Coqtus, or the pools of Styx; 

Inſpir'd by fogs of this low-winding Cam, 

O ſay, does —— preſume thy ſtrains to damn? 
Heed not that miſcreant's tongue, purſue thy ways, 


Regardleſs of his cenſure, and his praiſe, — 


Guide. ] But if any old lady, knight, prieſt, or phyſician, 
Should condemn me for printing a ſecond edition, 
If good Madam SquinTum my work ſhould abuſe, 


May J venture to give her a ſmack of my Muſe ? 


y M4 Gnosr.!] 


— 
— 
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GHrosT.] By all manner of means; if thou ſind'ſt that 
the caſe, 
Tho' ſhe cant, whine, and pray, never mind her grimace, 


Take the maſk from her d-mn'd hypocritical face.— 


- 


Guive.] Come on then, ye Muſes, I'll laugh down 
' 
my day, 

In ſpite of them all will I caro . ny lay; 
But periſh my voice, and untun'd be my lyre, 
If my verſe one indelicate thought ſhall inſpire: 
Ye angels, who watch o'er the lumbering fair, 
Protect their ſweet dreams, make their virtue your care! 
Bear witneſs yon moon, the chaſte empreſs of night! 


Von ſtars, that diffuſe the pure heavenly light! 


- | How 
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How oft have I mourn'd that ſuch blame ſhould accrue, 
From one wicked letter of pious Miſs Prus! 
May this lazy ſtream, who to GaaxTa beſtows 
Philoſophical dee and learned repoſe, 
To GRAN TA, ſweet GRAN TA, (where ſtudious of eaſe 
Seven years did [ ſleep, and then loſt my degrees“) 
May this drowzy current (as oft? he is wont) 
O'erflow all my hay, may my dogs never hunt; 
May thoſe ills to torment me, thoſe curſes conſpire 
Which ſo oft” plague and cruſh an unfortunate Squire, 
Some may'r to cajole me, ſome lawyer to chowſe 


For a ſeven months ſeat in the parliament-houſe, 


* Vide Univerſity Regiſter, Proctors Books, &c. 
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There to finiſh my nap, for the good of the nation, 

Wale—frank—and be thank'd-—by the whole corpo- 
ration: 

Then a poor tenant come, when my caſh is all ſpent, 

With a bag full of zax-6//; to pay me his rent; 

And O! may ſome dæmon, thoſe plagues to compleat 

Give me taſte to improve an old family ſeat, 

By laxvning an hundred good acres of wheat; 

Such ils be my portion, and others much worſe, 

If ſlander or calumny poiſon my verſe, 

If ever my well-behav'd Muſe ſhall appear 


Indecently droll, unpolitely ſevere. 


Good ladies, uncenſur'd Bath's pleaſures purſue, 


May the ſprings of old BLapup your graces renew; 
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I never ſhall mingle with gall the pure ſtream, 
But make your examples and virtue my theme; 
Nor fear, ye ſweet virgins, that aught I ſhall ſpeak 
To call the chaſte bluſh o'er your innocent cheek : 
O! frown not, if haply your poet once more 
Should ſeek the delightful Avonian ſhore, 
Where oft? he the winter's dull ſeaſon ee 


Drinks health, life, and joy, from your heavenly ſmiles 


To the GnosT. 

For thee, who to viſit theſe regions of ſpleen, 
Deign'ſt to quit the ſweet vales of et green, 
Forſake, happy ſhade, this Bæotian air, 

Fly hence, to Ely//um's pure ether repair, 
Rowe, DRY DEN, and OTway—thy SHAKESPEARE 


is there; 
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There 
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There Tnousox, poor Tnhouson, ingenuous bard, 
Shall equal thy friendſhip, thy kindneſs reward, 
Thy praiſe in melliſſuous numbers prolong, 

Who cheriſli'd his Muſe, and gave life to his ſong. 
And O may thy genius, bleſt ſpirit, impart 

To me the ſame virtues that glow'd in thy heart, 


To me, with thy talents convivial, give 


The art to enjoy the mort time I ſhall live; 

Give manly, give rational mirth to my ſoul, 

O'er the ſocial ſweet joys of the full- flowing bowl; 
So ne'er may vile ſeriblers thy memory ſtain, 

'Thy forcible wit may no blockheads profane, 


Thy faults be forgotten, thy virtues remain. 


Farewell! 


. . r 


